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Around Town. 


There are many indications that the con- 
tagion of indiscriminate tariff reform will soon 
cease spreading. Those who remember how 
the protectionists first came to have a hearing 
cannot forget the great wave that went over 
the country in 1878. The cry then was that the 
Yankees were making a dumping-place and 
slaughter market of Canada. In ‘76 and ‘77 an 
industrial depression glutted the United States 
with manufactures of all sorts and the Yankees 
found it convenient to sell goods at almost any 
price in Canada, Though we may like to get 
bargains and appreciate the direct saving, 
yet Canadians are not foolish enough to 
permit their own manufacturers to be 
killed and their own merchants ruined in 
order to enjoy a short season of slaughtered 
prices. The revolt from this condition of 
affairs brought about the return of a Conser- 
vative government to power in Ottawa. It 
seems to me that a similar condition is likely to 
again prevail ; times are hard, money is scarce 
and production excessive in the United States. 
Already wholesale merchants have told me 
that they have not for fifteen years seen such a 
crowd of Yankee drummers in this country as 
at present. As their own market ceases to 
take their goods in sufficiently large quantities 
we may expect them here. Under these cir- 
cumstances would it not be wise for some of 
the newspapers pretending to be Conservative 
in tone, to tie up their tariff reform dog 
for a little while? Statesmen make and 
alter laws to suit the circumstances of a coun- 
try rather than to please doctrinaires and fad- 
ists. The three evening newspapers of To- 
ronto all seem to have taken fright at the 
tariff and are making loud complaints. None 
of them seem to know just what they want, 
and as they are presumably writing for the city 
rather than for the farmers they would be 
wise to watch the course of events rather than 
show such.anxiety to add to a disturbance 
which may sweep away so much of our pro- 
tection as to swamp the cities with foreign- 
made articles, ruin our trade and beggar many 
of our artizans, 

oe 

For the past four years we have made an 
appeai in behalf of the Children’s Fresh Air 
Fand. In 1889 we received $57 80: in 1890, 
$74.75; in 1891, $137; in 1892, $209.60, and so 
far in 1893, $18, all of which has been acknow- 
ledged by the secretary. We hope that this 
year contributions will be equally liberal, and 
the following letter from the secretary-trea- 
surer explains itself. To quote the paraphrase 
made by the eccentric old dean at the conclu- 
sion of a begging sermon, “ He that giveth to 
the poor lendeth to the Lord. If you are satis- 
fied with the security, down with the dust”: 

CHILDREN’S Alp Society, 
Toronto, June 6, 1893 
Editor Saturday Night. 

£1r,—As the season for the Fresh Air Fand excursions is 
almost upon us, will you kindly allow the Society through 
the medium of your columns to draw the attention of the 
friends of that work to the necessity that existe for help, if 
the work ie to be ¢ fficiently carried out. 

The preparations are all complete and a definite number 
of excursions arranged for, the firet of which will take place 
about the end of the present month. As these excursions 
cost a very considerable sum of money, and the Society 
feels that it must not go in debt by incurring expenses, 
trusting that contributions will come in with which to dis- 
charge the obligations, we appeal at once to our friends 
and ask them for contributions to be sent in without delay. 

The excursions have been very beneficial to the little 
cones and the mothers in past seasone, and the arrange 
ments for this year contemplate their being ¢qually bene- 
ficial. The Society would be glad ‘f the contributions for 
this season exceeded the expenses, so that the surplus 
might become the nucleus cf a fund with which to pur- 
chase a permanent water-side home, to which children 
could be sent fcr longer or shorter periods as their case 


might require. 

Contributions sent to Mr. C. P. Smith, treasurer Chil- 
dren’s Aid Society, Room 44 A, Confederation Life 
Chambers, will be gratefully acknowledged. 


Youre truly, 
J. K. MACDONALD, President. 
J. Stuart CoLaMan, Secretary. 


Dear Don,—Eaclosed please find $10 towards the Chil- 
dren's Fresh Air Fund. The amoust is made up of fines 
collected for puns, poor jokes and stains on the table-cloth 


made during the dinner hour. 
This idea wae the result of the appearance in Saturvay 
Nieut, some time since, of a notice of a contribution to the 


fuod made up in a somewhat similar way. 
Tus Boarpsrs’ Pun Fonp Cuvs, 
Toronto, June 14, 1893. 


Talking about missionary efforts, I see the 
Ministerial Association has been much con- 
cerned recently about converting the Jews, 
Why is it that the missionary efforts of Pro- 
testants are so often directed to converting 
Roman Catholics and Jews? Are not these 
things mere fads intended to lift petty leaders 
into public sight? The tenets of both teach 
morality, and they both consider them- 
selves the special custodians of God’s reve- 
lations to man. For thousands of years the 
Jews have held themselves to be God’s chosen 
people and they think so still. It was their 
forefathers who carried the ark of the covenant 
and built the first temples for the worship of 
Jehovah. The Roman Catholic church was 
the custodian of the New Testament for nearly 
fifteen centuries and brought the light down to 
us through the dark ages. Why, then, should 
Protestants be specially arxious to convert 
those whose traditions and systems of theology 
are more ancient in practice than ours? Would 
it not be better to expend their money and 
efforta in carrying the truth to those who have 
not yet heard it? In fact, wouldn't it be better 
to attend to the heathens In our own lanes and 
alleys than to disturb those who have long had 

| the light and understand theology just as well 
| as we do? 


*e 
It sometimes appears as if the Protestant 
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clergy were trying to humiliate their rivals by 
making converts from their ranks. Indeed, it 
has been predicted by those whose inspiration 
we do not doubt that the Jews will be as they 
are until another message comes from heaven 
which will revolutionize the people of the 
earth. In the meantime, if we want to prove to 
the Jew thet there is something more in Chris- 
tianity than is taught in the law of Moses, it 
might be well for the so-called Christian people 
to treat him a little better, cease to pluck his 
beard and curse him asadog. The children of 
Christian parents might be taught not 
to jeer at him as a Jew orcall him ‘‘ Sheeny,” 
and other nasty names. In a general way, 
too, if Christians treated one another a little 
better both the Jews and those Gentiles who 
are not theologically entitled to the name of 
Christian would be benefited by the example, 
*-? 

It must be a matter of general regret that 
the devil is getting hold of so many things 
which used to be considered quite harmless 
and proper. At the Toronto Methodist Con- 
ference on Wednesday the Rev. J. McD. Kerr 
raised his voice against baseball, football and 
lacrosse. ‘‘These and other worldly amuse- 
ments are,” said he, ‘“‘eating out the very heart 
of the church of God and in many instances 


A 


are leading our best young men to the devil. 
They are feeders of the theaters, of horse- 
races, and many young men are injured and 
destroyed spiritually through their influence, 
These worldly amusements are the entering 
wedge of the devil to destroy spirituality.” 
If things are in as bad a shape as the 
Rev. J. McD. Kerr imagines they are, 
baseball, lacrosse and football ought to be put 
down with what these powerful oratorical 
brethren call the “strong arm of the law.” 
Yet there seem to be some circumstances when 
even so eminently pious a person as the Rev. J. 
McD, Kerr can play ball. He describes a little 
incident when he, as a religious teacher, headed 
his Bible class, went to Center Island, and, far 
from tiie hellish devices which in some unac- 


countable way have been added to the ball | Cousin Sallies? 


i 


game by the unregenerate urchins who play on 
the commons, had a little game himself, Pro- 
bably this band of pilgrim ball players sang 
hymns on the bases and the Rev. J. McD. Kerr 
umpired the game and decided disputed 
balls in proper pulpit style, This seems 
to be thc clerical conception of a 
properly conducted ball game, but it 
is in my opinion this perpetual dragging in of 
forma; religion and such oratorical outbursts 
as that of Wednesday that are destroying 
the most harmless games, making young 
people dislike religious exercises, and driving 
them frym the churches. Certainly sensible 
men cannot conceal their contemptuous amuse- 
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ment when some of the pastors become so 
astoundingly absurd, 
* 
* * 

What are little boys to play? Are their legs 
and arms to be cut off for fear they will play 
tag orrun after balls? Are growing lads and 
overworked young men to be forbidden to touch 
a ball or a lacrosse stick on the penalty of being 
abandoned to the devil and ostracized by all such 
good people as Mr. Kerr? What wilder con- 
ception of parental and social duty could be of- 
fered? Doesanybody hope that theathletic spirit 
which is as natural in a boy as song is to a bird 
and as sportis toa colt or a puppy, is to be 
destroyed by theologians? Are all the little 
methods of amusing young people in an 
athletic way to be denounced? Must children 
be imprisoned if they are found playing tag, or 
fobbling marbles, or spinning tops? There are 
naughty boys on the street and they carry 
their wickedness into backyards, so if all 
amusements are to be stopped for fear of con- 
tamination little Canadians will have to be 
reared in the attics or kept in cages except 
when they are paraded to Sunday school or 
marshaled over to Center Island surrounded 
by preachers and purified by contact with 
those great, good men who see the devil con- 
cealed in every rose bush and detect lurking 
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imps and seductive demons in lawn tennis and 
football, We have things pretty strict now, but 
our blue laws are nothing to what they will be 
when the Rev. J. McD. Kerr finishes catalogu- 
ing all the devices of the devil. I think the 
tendency will be to popularize the devil if 
the preachers insist that all the manly and 
athletic games, all the healthful exercises, all 
the little jollities of the world are of Satan. It 
is by doing this sort of thing that over zealous 
clergymen are destroying their influence for 
good amongst our young people. Athletic 
games are manly ; they have the virility which 
tends to the development of muscle, courage 
and endurance, Do the clergymen who are 
opposed to athletic games desire to see the 
young men of the churches mollycoddles and 
Do they want to take the 
heart and masculinity out of Christianity? If 
they do, let them persist in their denunciation 
of ball games and athletics generally, 
* 
.* a 

I think it is natural for people to sympathize 
with men who have gone astray, even if they 
become criminals. At any rate, seldom is 
complaint made of a too-merciful sentence of a 
court, Not very long ago a man, while intoxi- 
cated and in such a condition as not to know 
what he was about, stole a tap from the 
plumbing of a vacant house. He was arrested, 
confessed the the(t and pieaded previous good 
character, and the court seemed to be of the 
opinion that a very mercifal sentence was 
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being passed, though he got six months. In 
comparison with this the term awarded to 
George Pyke, who embezzled some twelve 
thousand dollars, appears to be extremely 
light. No doubt the remorse and suffering 
undergone by Pyke were in themselves severe 
punishment, yet it seems to me that the man 
who deliberately proceeded to rob his em- 
ployers and in cold blood became the meanest 
type of a thief might well have been dealt 
with more severely by the court. Certainly, if 
three months was a longenough term for Pyke 
six months was altogether too long for a man 
who in a moment of drunken recklessness 
took something of trifling value. Nothing is 
more apt to bring the administration of 
justice into disrepute than such startling in- 
equality in the punishment of the two offend- 
ers under discussion, 
* * * 

This is about the season of the year when 
people begin to discuss the question of where 
they will go to spend the summer. More and 
more it is getting to be the habit of people to 
consider it necessary to go away somewhere in 
order to escape the comforts of home, No one 
expects to find a prettier place than Toronto, 
for there are no country roads which have 
such rows of lovely trees as line our streets, 


There are no modern conveniences in the farm- 
houses, and in but few of the so-called summer 
hotels and lakeside cottages. The meats and 
fruits are not as fresh, the milk is very little 
better, the bread much oftener sour, and the 
cooking is generally much worse than we have 
at home. It is cooler in Toronto than it is in 
the average farmhouse and summer resort; 
the boating is as safé and less expensive ; the 
steamships are larger, tafer and more easily 
got at; indeed, Toronto is healthier than many 
lof the places affected by summer gad-abouts. 
| Those who stay at home and spend op excur- 
sions on the Niagara steamers, the Island fer- 
ries, and in a drive now and then along our 
pretty country roads, a part of the money which 
it would take to go away, will have as much 
change of air as those who go “‘ out of town,” 
and they will not be forced to pack up, huddle 
i the family into the seats of a railroad car, nor 
will they have to watch lest some of the 
youngsters stray off and be drowned or get 
their necks broken, 
- @ 

Of course I am speaking of those of limited 
vieans. Rich people who can afford to go to 
the seaside would be very foolish if they did 
not go, though if they took the money they 
waste on euch a summer outing they could send 
a score of sickly and unhappy youngsters from 

| the slums into the country, These poor little 
folks have no comfort, cleanliness or enjoy- 
ment anywhere, and it would be a godsend for 
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them to get away from what they call home, 
To them achange of air and scene has a mean- 
ing which it does not have to the comfortable 
class who are pleasantly situated all the year 
round. I also am trying to talk to those who 
have reason to be doubtful as to whether they 
can afford to go away forthe summer, There 
isa great deal of humbug and habit about the 
whole thing. If they boarded up their win- 
dows and front door, took up the carpets, slept 
in cots, washed in cold water, wore old clothes 
and print dresses, and got about half enough 
to eat, they could by the aid of a pint of 
assorted fleas, bed bugs und sand flies imagine 
themselves out camping or boarding in a back- 
country tavern, and the rest and freedom from 
care would be quite as unusual and probably 
quite as pleasant. 


. 


* .* 

If, however, people of very moderate means 
insist on going away for a month or so, it 
seems to me they had much better board than 
try to keep house or run acottage. If anyone 
in the whole establishment needs a rest it is 
the wife and mother, If she has nothing todo 
but romp with her children she will have a rest 
and they will have a delightful time no matter 
where they go. If she is wise she will leave 
her swell frocks at home and with her little 
brood run wild for a season. That is the kind 
of change which is most restful. There is one 
thing in favor of such trips, and that is while 
people stay in their own homes they are apt to 
keep up their old habits and fret about dresses 
and the conventional things which are wear- 
ing half of the women out before they are 
forty. ‘Then, again, there is more room for 
children to romp in, though I still contend that 
lots of room can be found around the city if 
people would only take the same trouble to go 
on excursions when they are living in Toronto 
as they do when they are living somewhere 
else. 

I think there might be a fortune, or at least 
large profits, for somebody in building a great 
big camp of cottages consisting almost entirely 
of sleeping rooms, with a big co-operative 
kitchen or cheap dining-room where people of 
moderate means could go and live for about 
fifty cents a day, taking nothing but their own 
bedding and clothes. The food should be 
simple and nourishing and the frills and 
courses and fancy business could be left to the 
hotels, the charges of which are enough to 
bankrupt a clerk or any other man with an 
average salary. There are thousands of sites 
in Muskoka in natural parks where such 
places could be run. The crowds would be no 
greater than in large hotels, the privacy more 
secure, the expense smaller and the health and 
happiness of everybody would be increased, I 
think every man who is thinking about giving 
his wife and children a summering somewhere 
should remember that the two great things 
which he should try to avoid are the fancy 
dressing of a swell hotel and the stewing and 
cooking and worrying more or less incident to 
every cottage where housekeeping is under- 
taken. 


The best way to decide on how to get the 
most benefit out of the summer days is for the 
husband and wife to sit down and carefully 
calculate how much money they can spare, If 
boarding somewhere is decided upon, when that 
amount is used up,by all means come home, and 
if you save a little of the amount for further 
excursions, 80 much the better. I have known 
families to have to starve themselves nearly 
all winter as a result of trying to make a 
splurge in the summer. This sort of thing does 
not pay. A real rest of two weeks is better 
than a skimpy, miserable so-called outing that 
lasts for two months ; a couple of weeks of ab- 
solute rest from responsibility and worry and 
anxiety is of more value to a woman than a 
three months’ so-called change of air without 
any change of worries. And it is so, too, with 
men. Unmarried folk who work hard should 
always take an outing and they are poor econo 
mists if they cannot afford it. I am not worry 
ing myself about them; it is only about the 
little families, the hard-worked and much 
worried wife and mother and the little folks 
who have nothing bigger than a back-yard to 
play in, unless they be turned loose in that 
unfortunate region for children, the street. 
My advice I shall take the liberty of repeating : 
Decide how much you can spend; if it is not 
enough to go away with stay at home and 
spend it on the steamers, on little picnics, but 
in some way try to shake off your cares, It is 
escape from worry that is needed, the chance 
to reach some place where your spirits will feel 
elevated rather than an opportunity to goa few 
feet higher above the sea. Don, 


The residents of St. George street who have 
severally and collectively made such anxious 
efforts to keep the proposed livery stable from 
being erected thereon, are entitled to considera- 
tion at the hands of the city and their views 
should be met if by any means possible. In a 
broad way a man’s real estate is hisown and 
his money is his own ; running a livery stable 
is a legitimate business in which a man is free 
to embark, and at first sight the stand taken 
by the residents may seem an indefensible 
result of swagger exclusiveness that should 
not be countenanced by the corporation. But 
that view is superficial. It has been found 
necessary to construct thickly populated cen- 
ters into municipalities with more than ordin- 
ary powers, so that the thousand and one 
mixed questions between individuals and 
interests may find adjustmeat. It has 
often been said that the rights of one 
man end where the rights of another 
begin, but that is not so; they overlap, 

Continued on Page Thirteen. 
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How Two Hardware Drummers Got Wives 


Lew Edmonds in Hardware. 


“Say, Charlie, dow the deuce came Bob Mer- 
rill to strike it so rich?” 

The interrogator was my old friend Tom 
Lewis. Tom was visiting Toronto after a five 
years’ absence. For years he and I traveled 
for rival Toronto hardware houses. On the 
train, in the hotels or when in thecity we were 
bosom friends, but when we were competing 
for an order we knew not each other. Some- 
times he euchred me and occasionally I turned 
the tables onhim. And the one who came out 
second best had usually to lose the price of a 
bottle of beer in addition to a sale. 

Well, s little more than six years ago, Tom 
received a tempting offer to take in the West- 
ern States for a Chicago house. As there was 
no alien labor law in those days he accepted, 
and although we corresponded regularly this 
was the first time I had set my eyes upon him 
since his departure. 

The somewhat abrupt interrogation of his 
that comprises the opening paragraph, was 
dropped as we stepped outside one of the lead- 
ing wholesale hardware houses in the city of 
Toronto. 

It would not be good taste to specify the 
actual one. That would probably cause some- 
one to blush. Our mission there had been to 
pay a fraternal visit tothe Bob Merrill whose 
name had been associated with the question 
put to m>, and who at one time had been a 
knizht of the gripsack. 

““ Well, old man,” I replied, as I felt a blush 

creeping over my features, for the warm blood 
will occasionally peep through the thick skin 
of even a commercial’s face when there’s a girl 
in the case, as there was in this, ‘‘ I can answer 
your question, but the answering of it will give 
you the laugh on me.” 
. ‘Oh, pshaw! don’t let that stand in the way. 
You didn’t think much of that when we were 
on the road together. Go ahead, old man,” he 
added, as he heavily clapped his hand on my 
shoulder. 

By this time we had reached the Queen’s 
Hotel. It was a warm day in August, and 
after we had taken something—I to create 
nerve and he because I suggested it—we sat 
down beneath the shade of the balcony, tilted 
back our chairs, lit our cigars, and then I pro- 
ceeded to answer his question. And, gentle 
reader, if you have the patience, I'll relate to 
you just what I told my friend T»m, now that 
it is no longer a secret. 

** Well, old boy, if you demand it I suppose I 


must tell you how Bob obtained a partnership |; 
in the firm and how he came to marry an | 


heiress,” I leisurely began, chasing with a 
puff of Havana smoke a too inquisitive fly. 
‘““Two summers ago, Bob, Fred German and 
your humble servant spent our holidays at 
Grimsby Park. Nothing would do but that we 
should camp out in true primitive style. ‘We 
can always have a house to shelter us; let's try 
a tent,’ was our unanimous cry. Bat to the 
point. Well, we pitched our tent on a shady 
knoll overlooking the lake. 

** But, by the bye, Tom, you may wonder what 
persuaded gay boys like us to spend our vaca- 
tion atGrimsby. Well, to tell you the truth, i 
wasn’t Grimsby that was the attraction, at 
least fortwo of us, that was BobandI. The 
attraction was Blanche Tyrell, who was staying 
with an uncle, reported to be very rich. Al- 
though unknown to each other at the time, we 
both were in love with her. Anyhow, that is I 
didn’t know he was, although it has since 
dawned on me that I sometimes felt a little 
jealous of him when we used to call on her, 
often together, at her father’s home on Jarvis 
street. 

‘*We had not been more than a week at the 
pirk, however, before I discovered where his 
affections lay. Grimsby, you know, is favor- 
ably situated for love-making. And Bob and I 
were ever attending Blanche. Woaether it was 
climbing the mountain, strolling through the 
flelds or woods gathering flowers, or boating, 
Bob and I were her ever present attendants. 
As far as I could gather she bestowed her 
smiles no more liberally on Merrill than on my 
self. At last I grew de-perate, and determ'ned 
by some means to ascertain my fate But 
there was the difficulty of getting Blanche 
alone. I laid several plans, but each failed at 
the critical moment. I did once or twice take 
her off for a walk alone, but as sure as eggs 
somebody would join us before we got far. 

** We had been at the pirk nearly two weeks 
and on the morrow I was to return home to 


business. With Bob it was not so imp2rative. 
In fact, he was without a situation, the firm he 
had been with having failed som?2 weeks pre 


viously. When I awoke that morning I decided 
upon making a bold attempt to learn that day 
if Blanche cared for me. I planned to see her 
as soon after breakfast as possible and try and 
arrange for a stroll or boat ride alone with her. 

**T guess it was about ten o'clock when I called 
at her uncle’s cottaze. She was not well, they 
told me. Was suffering from a headache and 
was lying down in an upstairs room. I was 
told the same inthe afternoon. The day was 
hot and sultry, and when the wind is blowing 
from the south Grimsby Park is like an oven. 
Oa the p'ea of having a headache—althouzh 
heartache it was, as you may guess, old man— 
I lolled about on the grass beneath the trees, 
in sight of the uncle’s cottage. 

“The sun was getting down well towards the 
mountains behind Burlington, when I noticed 
Blanche pass out of the front door and 
take a seat in an easy-chair beneath the 
veranda. Ina few moments I was by her side, 


but we were just as quickly joined by her | 


aunt, who explained that her niece hai slept 
most of the afternoon and now felt much re- 
lieved. 

*I told Blanche I was going back to Toronto 


on the following day. Would she honor me by | 
taking a ramble through the woods that | 


evening, or allow me to take her for a 
row alone! I had something important 
I wished to consult her about. I tried 
not to appear serious, but I fancy the attempt | 
to hide my feelings was weak. Whether she | 
read my thoughts or not I cannot say. I fancy 
she did. Anyhow, she merrily tossed her head 

and remarked, with a laugh, as she picked up 
a fan that was lying on a chair by her side : 





| 





my day, but I'll bet I never made such good | just the same.” 
time as I did that night. As Idrew near I saw 
what appeared to be two women clinging to an | sleeves imperatively. 
upturned boat. Just asthe swimmer ahead of 


about. If you want to know so bad, why, I’m 
going to take some of the girls out fora row,’ 
he rej ined. 


guess who the some girls are’ 


would be knocked on the head,” I thought. 
And so, under pretense of chasing the chip- 
munk,I jumped from the table and ran to- 
wards the tree, up which I had seen the little 
creature run a few minutes before. Just then 
another idea struck me, and Fred at the 
moment joining me I said : 


want your assistance. Youknow I am going 
away to-morrow. And I have a special en- 
gagement for to night. Now I have reason to 
believe that Bob has plans on hand which will 
seriously interfere with mine. What I want 
todoistokzep him away, and I want your 
help. What I propose to dois this: You sug- 
gest that asthere are so many strangers on the 
grounds, and as we caught a fellow coming out 
of the tent the other night with som: of our 
clothing under his arm, one of us remain 
around the tent all evening. To decide who 
shall stay we'll toss up. Of course I'll object 
to even this at firss on the plea that as it is my 
last night on the groundsI should be exempt. 
Then at last I'll come around again and agree 
to toss up, the odd man to go on duty, you and 
I to turn up heads every time, do you see?” 


charm. Bob, after objacting a little, finally 
agreed, and on the first toss was elected to 
keep his eye on the tent. 


way to a little building they call the 
Boys’ Tabernacle, where the 
was to have been held. Judge of my 
amazement when I reached the place to find it 
in darkness, except for the light from a distant 
electric light that stole in through one of the 
windows. I enquired of the people at one of 
the cottages if they had heard any singing in 
the Tabernacle. There had been, they in- 
formed me, alittle about an hour before and 
that the young people who were practicing had 
got through, my informant gathered from the 
conversation she overheard, much earlier than 
was expected. You can imagine, old man, my 
feelings. 


were beginning to thrust their heads above 
the horizon encircling the lake, while away 
across the waters to the north, to all appear- 
ance in the neighborhood of Toronto, could be 
seen the incessant play of lightning fi .shes 
wriggling about like hundreds of fiery ser- 
pents. One almost imagined that he heard 
them hiss. 


fire set inthe bright blue bottom of an enor- 
mous inverted vessel, the gathering clouds 
representing the sides. 
strange for a fellow to notice such things well.’ If Bob hadn’t been watching the tent | 
under the circumstances. But the scene was ‘ 
so awful and yet so grand, that asl wended 
my way along the heights overlooking the 
lake, even the thought of her who was upper- 
most in my mind was not suffi:ient to shut | the bast little wife in the world.” 
it out from my gaze, 


park front when suddenly I heard the scream 
of a woman from the direction of the lake. 
Rushing closer to the edge of the bank I hastily | ting pensively in the corner of a Niagara 
scanned the surfaca of the water. Away out, | street car late yesterday afternoon. At the 
about one hundred yards from the shore and a | square a girl with a puff- sleeved coat got on and 
short distance to the west from where I was | the girl with the blue mackintosh welcomed 
standing, I discovered a dark object. In a| her effusively. 

moment I was scrambling down the bank. I 
threw off my coat and kicked off my shoes as I | with the puffed sleeves. 
ran. I plunged into the water and struck out 
for the object I had observed. Just then I | mackintosh. 
noticed another swimmer some distance in 
front of me and heading in the same direction. 
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consult me about. Besides, I don’t think my 
advice would prove of any value to you. But 
such as I have I’ll give unto thee,’ she added, 
with another laugh. ‘ But» by the bye, what 
is to hinder you from telling me now?’ sh3 
remarked on second thought, as her aunt left 
us and entered the cottage. 

**It was one of what they call the ‘ big’ days 
of the park. Crowds of people were continu- 
ally brushing past us, and courtship under 
such conditions would be difficult indeed. So 
I immediately replied that the story was too 
long to tell jist then. 

‘*Then she raised another obstacle. The young 
people on the grounds were getting up a con- 
cert. She had promised to give a solo and take 
part ina duet. Sehad arranged to meet with 
some of the others fo- practice that night, and 
it was at her suggestion that it was so ar- 
ranged, so she could not well absent herself. 
It would be over by nine o’clock. After that 
hour she would be at my service. Would that 
do? 

‘Of course I agreed. What else could I do? 
When I got back to our tent Bob and Fred were 
waiting supper for me. They wanted to know 
what I had been doing all day. 

*** Oh, just lying around trying to read, but 
the weather was even too warm for that. But, 
say, boys, what are you going to do to-night ?’ 
I added, turning the conversation and at the 
same time throwing out a feeler. 

** ‘I'm going to join a few old friends of mine 
who are spending the night at the hotelina 
game of cards,’ quickly rejoined Frec Garman. 

‘*Bob Merrill was mum as an oyster and pre- 
tended to be interested in the antics of a chip 
munk that was in the act of carrying off a crust 
for its evening meal. 

*“ “What are you going to do, Bob ?’ I queried. 

*“*Do what?’ he with affected innocence re- 
plied, 

““*Why, to-night, of course,’ I said some- 
what testily. ‘ Didn’t you hear what we were 
talking about ?’ 

“*Well, there is nothing to get annoyed 


Judge—How does she irritate you? 


do with you!” 
Judge (choking)—Discharged ! 





strokes and I was alongside the woman yet 
clinging to the boat, but it was none too soon, 
for almost the moment I grasped her she lost 
consciousness. Just at the same time Bob 
Merrill—for he it was who hud swam out ahead 
of me—rose to the surface with—well, Blanche 
Tyrell in his arms, bat of course unconscious. 

‘*Fortunately we were quickly surrounded by 
a number of boats, and we were rescued from 
our perilous position. When we reached the 
shore willing hands carried the unconscious 
girls into the cottage which Blanche left so full 
of life an hour or so before. A couple of 
doctors were soon in attendance, but it was a 
long time before Blanche and her companion 
were restored to consciousness, The first thing 
she did on regaining her senses was to ask if 
Bob was all right, she having recognized him 
the moment she lost her grasp of the boat. 
Her condition, however, was considered so 
critical that her father was telegraphed for, 
and he arrived from Toronto next morning by 
the first train. Blanche was his only child and 
he almost worshipped her. He was naturally 
profuse in his thanks to Bob and offered him a 
cheque for a thousand dollars, little as he could 
afford to do it, for his circumstances were only 
just comfortab!e. Bob of course refused. 
Shortly afterwards Mr. Tyrell used his in- | 
fluence to get him a situation in the very firm 
of which he is to-day a partner. 

** Well, just twelve months to the day after the 
eventful night there wa3 a double wedding. 
Bob Merrill married Blanche Tyrell, and I was | 
taken for better or for worse by Ethel Sinclair. 
Ethel was a cousin to Blanche, and was no | 
other than the girl I had saved from a watery | 
grave. She had only arrived at the park to | 
pay a visit a couple of hours before the acci- 
dent. Both being spirited girls they had | 
secured a frail canoe and had paddled out to | 


“ ‘Some of the girls,’ I sail to myself. ‘I 


‘““Here was a chance that after all my plans 


***Say, old fellow, I’m in a dilemma and I 
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Judge (severely)—Horsewhipping is the only suitable punishment for you and your kind. 
The idea of a man of your size beating a poor, weak woman like that! : 
Prisoner—But, your Honer, she keeps irritating and irritating me all the ti ne. 


Prisoner— Why, she keeps saying, *“‘hit me! beat me! I dare you to hit me! Just hit me once, 
and I'll have you hauled up before that bald-headed old reprobate of a judge, and see what he’ll 


| him up just because papa says so. He and I 





enjoy the night breezes and to watch the ap- 
proaching storm. 

** About a year ago Blanche’s old uncle died, 
leaving her nearly the whole of his enormous 
fortune. Bob was at that time still an ordi. 
nary hardware drummer, and Blanche wanted 
him to come off the road and take things easy 


“It was agreed. And our plan worked like a 








for the rest of his days. Bob, you know, is one 
of those fellows we seldom meet. He loves | 
work and wouldn’t be happy unless he had 
something to occupy his time. He was willing | 
enough to go off the road, but as for living a 
life of ease, that wasn’t in his line ; and he told 
his wife so. 

** Just at this time one of the partners in the 
firm for which Bob was traveling announced 
his intention of disposing of his interest, i)l- 
health making it necessary that he shou'd be 
relieved of the cares of business, This coming 
to the ears of Mr. Tyrell, he suggested to his 
daughter that it was just che chance for her to | 
invest some of her money in a well establishei 
and good paying business. 

‘** Purchase the interest, my dear,’ said he, 
‘and hand it over to your husband. Bob is 
such a scrupulous fellow that I suppose he will 
object. But leave the matter in my hands and | 
I will arrange it.’ 

** Well, it was left in his hands and i: was 
arranged satisfactorily. And Bob has been a 
partner now for some six months, and I under- | 
stand that theinfusion of the new and younger 
blood is already showing good results in both | 
the volume of business and in the ratio of 
profits. 

Y q “Thera, now I have told you how Bob Merrill 
ou may think it| came to strike itso rich. ‘ All's well that ends 


‘“‘As soon as it was dark I wended my 


practice 


“By this time big lowering thunderclouis 


‘** The moon overhead looked like a big ball of 


that night he wouldn’t probably have seen the 
two girls trying to navigate the canoe and thus 
been on hand in time to have rescued his wife | 
that now is. And I—well, I wouldn't have got | 








‘*T had traversed probably one-third of the She Enjoyed the Funeral 





The girl with the biue mackintosh was sit- 





‘Where have you been?” asked the girl 
‘* To a funeral,” replied the girl with the blue 
“IT didn’t know anybody was dead.” 
“ Nobody is. That is, nobody who is any.- | 


‘TI have won several prizes for swimming in | body to us, but Charley and I went to a funeral 


“Tell me,” said the girl with the puffed 


The girl with the blue mackintosh snuggled 


me was alm st within reach of them one of the | up to her companion and said: ‘‘ You know, 
women loosened her grasp and disappeared | since papa found out that Charley only gets $10 


| beneath the surface. The man in front of me | a week he won't allow me to have anything 


“* Of cours I don't know what you wish to| dived almost simu'taneously, A few more! more todo with him, but I don’t intend to give 


| days. Highest-class steamers with palatial equipment 
| Exsursion tickets valid to return by Red Star Line from 
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The Standard Fuel Co, Ltd. 


Formerly 0. J. SMITH CO. 





Discharge. 


‘Phones 863 and 1836 


We handle only choice grades of 


Anthracite and Bituminous Coal 


ALL RAIL DELIVERY. 


Our Stock of Wood is the Best and Largest 
in the City 


Summer Wood and Kindling a Specialty 


Your order is respectfully solicited. 


NOEL MARSHALL, Vice-Pres. and Gon. Mgr. 


WM. McKENZIE, A. J. SINCLAIR, 
President. Seo. and Treas. 


W. LAUDER & 60, 


Successors to J. Eveleigh & Co. 


39 King Street West 


THE LEADING HOUSE FOR 


FINE TRUNKS 
TRAVELLING BAGS 


All Kinds of Traveller's Requisites. 


Pocket Books 
Shopping Bags 
Dog Collars 


Repairing in all Branches 


Telephone 2914, 


SPEGIAL NOTICE 


TO 


CONSUMERS 


FOR A LIMITED TIME 





have been meeting each other afternoons for a 
month and taking lovely long walks on the 
side streets. 

“We took a walk this afternoon, and we 
went on a lot of little streets over on the west 
side. We were strolling along by a house that 
had a lot of carriages standing in front, when 
Charley caught sight of papa coming round the 
corner in a buggy. He is awfully smart, you 
know, and he didn’t propose to get caught, so 
he just pulled me into one of the carriages, 
and we sat there until papa got by. Before we 
thought it safeto get out the funeral services 
were over and somebody got up on the car- 
riage and started off. 

“ We stayed in and were driven to the ceme- 
tery and played as mourners. Then the man 
drove us back to town and we had a lovely 
time. It was ever so much better than walk- 
ing, for he could put his arm around me, and 
there wasn’t any chance of anyone hearing 
what we said. I never had a nicer afternoon.” 

** Whose funeral was it?” asked the girl in 
the puffed sleeves. 

“Oh,” said the girl with the blue mackin- 
tosh, ‘“‘I haven’t any idea, but it was lovely.” 
—Buffalo Express. 
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QUICK ONES 
1000 PAIRS 


LADIES’ FINE DONGOLA BUTTON 


California, Narrow Square, Common Sense and Opera Toe 
Laste of celebrated Chrome Tannage stock—Goodyear, 
McK sy and French process, in 


9 STYLES 9 »8!755, 
P JSITiVELY AS AN ADVERTISEMENT 


$3 75 Boots for - $1.97 

3 oo “ at ~ 1.47 

2 50 ae oe ° 1 37 
Every pair perfect and jist from the maker. 


McPHERSON 


186 YONGE 186 


Mail orders filled. Open Saturday nights. 


RED STAR LINK v-'s stair Steamers 


New York to Antwerp and Paris Wednesdays and Satur- 


We will, on receipt of 


00 OF OUR TRADE MARKS 


IDJEIRIB Y 
CAIPS 


In any form, forward prepaid, one 
of our elegant 


Chromo 
Photographs 


OR 


Art Studies 
D. RIVCHIE & CO. 


Montreal, Canada, and London, Eng. 


The DERBY CAPS will be found on all 

















Anewerp, or American Line from London, Southampton or 
Havre. Ask for ‘* Facts for Travelers.” 


BARLOW CUM3ERLAND, Agent | ov goods—PLUG, CUT PLUG TOBACCO 
and CIGARETTES. 


72 Wenge Street, Toronto 





THE RECOGNIZED STANDARD 
BRANDS 


CIGARS 


CABLE - - “ - 6c. 
EL PADRE . - 10c. 


ND 


A 
MADRE E HiJO 10 & 16c. 


Ths Best Value 
The Safest Smoke 
The Most Reliable 


THE PUREST OF THE PURE 


NO CHEMICALS 
NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORIYG 
THE BEST VALUE 





FINEST STOCK IN CANADA 
60c. TO $1 PER DOZEN 


Carnations, Sweet Peas, Smilax and other Out Flowers. 
Floral designs and wedding orders filled on shortest notice. 


H. DALE 


238 Yonge Street Telephone 783 


MARTIN McMILLAN 


GROCER 
Tel. 641 431 Yonge St. 


NEW SEASON’S 
JAPAN TEAS 


JUST TO HAND. 


FINE NEW BLACK TEAS 


Special value. Also full lines of 


INDIAN AND 
CEYLON TEAS 


MARTIN MeMILLAN, 431 Yonge St. 





BARLOW COMBERLAN 


General Steamship and Tourist Agency. 


Different Canadian and New York Trans-Atlantio Li 
iam = and Foreign travel. Pecsenaliy ecndueted 
on Indep $ tours as passengers may elect. 


72 Yonge Street, Toronto. 





General Offices, 58 King St. East” 
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Fashion and Fancy. 





wise put them out of commis- 


sion, and now, when many wardrobes are com- 


pletely cleared of white dresses of all sorts, 


comes the news that white is to be one of the 


specially popular colors of the season. A great 
many suits of white duck linen and old- 
fashioned marseilles are again shown, and they 
are so pretty and stylish that one is inclined to 
forgive the temporary depression in this color 
and rejoice that white dresses are to be among 
the summer's favorites. One of the popular 
styles of making these dresses is the skirt and 
blazer or jacket. The skirts are rather narrow 
at the tops and with the regular flaring um- 
brella shape at the lower portion. They are 
without trimming, as is most appropriate for 
goods that must to frequently be laundered. 
A number of ladies, who have for some time 
been congratulated on their handsome and 


serviceable dresses of serge and duck, 
have, since the custom is no_ longer 
kept secret, admitted that they have 
been getting English government serge 


and duck through the assistance of cer- 
tain officers connected with the English 
navy. These materials are so durable and 
make up so handsomely that they are well 
worth all the time, trouble and money involved 
in their getting. It is not easy always to se- 
cure them, but, orce worn, they become almost 
a necessity. A couple of good suits of this sort 
will stand for a comfortable outfit for the 
season, if one treats them with ordinary care. 
The marseilles cloth that is being made up for 
these skirt and blazer suits is sometimes all 
white, in other cases has tiny sprigs, dots or 
lines. It is very stylish and thick enough to 
hold starch, which seems to be the great end to 
be attained in these days of flaring skirts. The 
next step in this direction will be white 
starched petticoats, with the multitude of 
raffles such as our grandmothers used to de- 
light in. Imagine the time when six white 
skirts were a not unusual number to wear at 
once! It is, however, hardly probable that the 
progressive woman will very soon be willing to 
handicap herself with this number of white 


petticoats, ‘ 


Amongthe popular and sensible things in 
the petticoat line for the summer are skirts of 
gray linen, not unlike the material sometimes 
used for furniture covers. It is made up with 
narrow flounces either buttonholed, hemmed 
or bound with braid, neatly made. These 
skirts are very pretty, will stand a good deal of 
use without washing and are eminently suit- 
able for tourists. There is a great deal of what 
used to be called moreen sold for petticoats; 
it is wiry and stiff and stands out in the re- 
quired shape. It is not expensive and is likely 
to be quite fashionable ; but those who do not 
care for it as an outside material are using it as 
a facing for other fabrics, One very handsome 
skirt of black gloria has just been made with 
a facing of the material and ruffies of pinked 
silk, In almost all petticoats there are facings 
of some stiff material, and in order to do away 
with the wear on the shoes which is so vexa- 
tious, soft rose ruchings of silk are set just 
underneath the edge of the skirt; these brush 
the tops of the shoes in walking, but do not 
wear them to any perceptible extent. This is 
a great economy, and is worth while for skirts 
of best wear; indeed, for everyday use some 
little soft pinked-out ru file is a decided economy 
as far as shoes go, for the stiff mohair or the 
thick edges made necessary by the heavy 
facings of skirts, cut off the stitching of the 
shoes in front of the ankles, also the back 
seams of the shoe just above the heel. These 
dainty ruchings not only add greatly to the ap- 
vearance of a skirt, but save this annoyance, 
which often leaves one with shoes perfectly 
good elsewhere but cut entirely through the 
front and back of the shoes. 


. 

A particular fad of fashionable women is a 
modified tailor-costume of English cloth with 
lining of silk or some contrasting color. A 
tan costume with cape is lined with change- 
able rose and blue silk ; one made of dull gray 
has a lining of light blue and gold; another 
with tints of olive has pink and pale rose 
chaogeable lining. Ruffles of the same ma- 
terial are set on the edge of the skirt facing. 
Nearly all skirts on fashionable dresses are 
gathered in at the waist. Many of them have 
fitted belts that are sewed closely to the gath- 
ers, This style has the advantage of trimness 
and comfort, as it holds the blouse or shirred 
waist in place, and there is no danger of that 
annoyance of pulling apart that is so much 
dreaded by women who like snug and tidy 
effects, The belt and girdle furor seems to 
have no limit. Fitted belts of material elabor- 
ately embroidered with beads and jewels, vel- 
vet folds and draping, silk, satin, bengaline, 
ribbon, mull, lace—there is no end to the ma- 
terials and combinations as foundation and 
finish for these popular accessories, 


When will we bear the last of this absurd 
talk about hair-cloth? One may search for 
hours through the best establishments and 
never find a yard of it in the most approved 
dresses. And just why there should be so 
much talk about it is something that no one 
seems able to understand, Parasols are shown 
in all sorts of pretty and graceful shapes, They 
follow the dresses in being of the fluffy order, 
and are literally loaded with lace. Dressy bon- 
nets of white crepe, silk, velvet, bengaline and 
other materials are made up with bits of very 
elaborately beaded or embroidered material. 
Many of them are finished with black. They 
are extremely dressy and very becoming to 
some women. A new idea in hair dressing is 
to wave the hair all over the head, twist a few 
curls into a knot at the crown, and leave the 
ends of the curls to fly and flutter as they will. 
The effect is very much like that of a halt- 
fledged barn-yard fowl. Some of the new 
sleeves are made of three widths of summer 
silk, These are sewed together and drawn in 
at the shoulder and elbow. Added to these 
are cape-ruffies, either of silk or lace, that fall 
over these small balloons. Lace is to be worn 
to an extent heretofore unheard of. To be 








OME months ago, there was a 
good deal cf talk about the 
absence of white in the mater- 
ials for summer wear, and many 
women discarded their white 
dresses, gave them away, made 
them over for the girls or other- 
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strictly fashionable, one may simply be swathed 
in it. There is nothing that lends itself so 
readily to the fluffy ruffy effect of waist trim- 
mings as this material. Shoulder ruffles seem 
to suffer no decrease in popularity as the season 
advances. ‘They are used on almost all dresses 
of all materiale. Some new bonnets have very 
high peaked fronts, with enormous clusters of 
crushed roses packed in closely under the brim. 
For dressy waists, the close-fitting lining, with 
the outside drawn in and stitched in narrow 
plaits, is a favorite model. White Jace hats 
will be popular for summer wear. LA Mope, 
—_—_7o 
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At the recent sale of the Meissonier pictures, 
**1806” brought sixty-six thousand francs, and is 
now the property of a M. Bianchi, of the Paris 
Bourse. 

The poems of Schlegel, recently published in 
an American magazine, caused the suppression 
of that journal in Constantinople, where the 
Sultan’s censors deemed the verses immoral. 


Among the Oriental visitors whose arrival is 
anxiously awaited in Chicago is the Rajah of 
Bobbili. He left Bombay in the early part of 
May, accompanied by his younger brother anda 
large suite. He is among the richest of the 
Indian princes. 

Mr. William Waldorf Astor has set out to have 
the best racing stable in England. He is buy- 
ing every thoroughbred of reputation that is 
offered to him, but it is said that he dces so 
with a caution and shrewdness that do honor 
to his ancestry. 


Historian James Anthony Froude is described 
as a tall, keen-eyed, handsome man, of singu- 
larly genial manner, with aruddy, clean-shaven 
face framed in close-cropped, iron gray side- 
whiskers. He is seventy-four years old, and 
looks ten years younger. 

Guy de Maupassant is nowin what his doc- 
tor calls a vegetative state and incapable of 
connecting two ideas together. He suffers 
greatly from cold, and during the continuance 
of the recent warm weather in France, he sat 
wrapped in blankets, but shivering. He shows 
a preference for corners, as if fearing an attack 
from behind. Two keepers watch over him 
constantly. 

Edwin Booth’s physical disability was gener- 
ally ascribed to excessive indulgence in tobacco, 
The cigars which the famous tragedian smoked 
were marvels of strength, yet it has been smoke, 
smoke, smoke from morning till late at night 
for many years. When he was playing, Mr. 
Booth used to have his valet stand at night at 
one of the entrances to the stage, holding a 
cigar and a light, so that as soon as the scene 
was ended Mr. Booth would have his favorite 
weed at hand. 


One of the two gold medals annually awarded 
by the Royal Geographical Society is to be given 
this year to Mr. Selous, whose new book will 
be one of the most interesting records of ex- 
ploration and sport ever written. Mr. Selous 
is popularly reported to have shot, speared, 
trapped, or otherwise circumvented every sort 
of bird, beast, insect, or reptile in the African 
continent, and to be the original of Mr. Rider 
Haggard’s Allan Quatermain. He is believed 
to have killed more elephants than anyone else 
in the world. He will talk about anything but 
his own doings. 


Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes does not lose his 
gift of felicitous expression as he grows older. 
A friend not long since sent the genial Auto- 
crat a volume, and a few days thereafter came 
a reply in these words: ‘‘I hardly thought I 
should find time to read your book, for I have 
had a great influx of authors of late. But dip- 
ping into it, I became interested, and the more 
I read the more I was pleased ; and so read on 
until I had taken up every chapter, every sen- 
tence, every word, and the three notes of the 
appendix ; lapped them up as a kitten laps upa 
saucer of cream.” 

Professor Koch, the celebrated bacteriologist, 
seems to possess the weaknesses of ordinary 
humanity despite his ponderous learning. 
His wife has just secured a divorce from him 
together with a decree from the court com- 
pelling him to pay to her one-fourth of his in- 
come for life. Professor Koch will now marry 
the young actress to whom he has been con- 
spicuously devoted for several years. It was 
whispered in Berlin about a year ago that 
Koch had lest favor with the Emperor, not be- 
cause of the proved failure of his sensationally 
exploited inoculation for consumption, but be- 
cause of his affair with the little schauspielerin 
of Barnay's Theater. 

From an article on Unknown Husbands of 
Famous Women, we learn that Mr, Humphry 
Ward is an art critic of the London 7imes and 
is author of quite as many books as his wife ; 


S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


Building Sale 


HE weather is being referred 

to as close. But a better 
illustration of closeness is the build- 
ing sale prices of this house. Yes, 


everything is being sold close. 
18 —— Silk Veiveta, 85c., were $1.25; ¢1 25, were 









LOOKING BACKWARD 





THREAD LOOPS. ETc, 
Berore Use , AFTER 





65. 

a French Gros Grain, 652, was close price 
at 850. 

21-inch Pure Black Surah, 453., were 602. 

22-inch Black Surab, $1, were $1 50 

42-inch Shot F ffeots, 17}0., were 28}c. 

41-inch A'l-wool Estamine Serges, 250., were 40c. 

All-wool Whip Cords, 350., were 50c. 

Shot Effects, 350., were (00. 

Black Oapee, stylish, corded ornaments, $1 75 were $3 50 

Black Oapes, scarce goods, jet trimmings, $4 50, $5 

Shoulder Capes, lace and siik, $2. 

Serge Jackets, black and navy, $2 75, were @4. 

Serge Jackete, black and navy, 3-ply cape, coid edge, 
$3 75, were #5.50 

Fawn Capes, shot silk lined hoode, $2 25, were $3 25. 

Flannelette Wrappers, $2, were $3; $225, were $3 £0; 
$2 50, were $3 75. 

Boye’ Suits, 2 pieces, sizes 22 to 28, 992. 

Waterproof, 75c., were {3 

Print Blousee, fancy stripes, 65c. 

Blouses, navy and cadet blue, with polka dots, 75c. 

ae Shirt Blouses, well laundered, collars and 
ouff:, 759. 

@olored Delaine Blouses, fancy $1 50 

Bengaline Silk Blouses, trimmed with frill, $2.25 


Every article can be had at bar- 
gain prices through our mail order 
system. Write. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen | Entrance Youge Street. 
Streets, Toronto Entrance Queen Street. 


Stores Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 3 Queen 
Street West. 


The lroquois House 


BELCIL MOUNTAINS 
ST. HILAIRE, P. Q. 


Canada’s Lovely Summer Resort 


OPEN JUNE I1sT 


New Management, New Rates, New 
Buildings 
For rooms apply to— 


OLIVER MERCHANT, Manager, 
8t Hilaire, Que. 
Or 1£6 St. James St., Montreal. 


The ST. LEON SPRINGS HOTEL 


(THE SARATOGA OF CANADA) 


Under the management of Mr. M. A. THOMAS, of Toronto, 
will be 


OPEN FOR GUESTS JUNE 15 


MiSs MILLS, Dressmaking Parlors, 
Dominion Bank Buildings, 
Corner College Street and Spadina Avenue, Toronto. 


MILLINERY AND DRESSMAKING 


Having leased the premises recently occupied by the 
late MISS MORRISON, I have opened the same with an 
entirely new stock, comprisirg all the lateet designs in 





Parisian and American Pattern Hats 
and Bonnets 


The Dresemaking Department under my own supervision. 


MISS M. A. ARMSTRONG 


41 King St. West, Toronto 


Miss Paynter 


Is now prepared to ¢ffer her friends and patrons the 


LATEST NOVELTIES 


IN 


Artistic and Fashionable Millinery 


At her Millinery and Dreesmaking Parlors 


3 KING STREET EAST 


(Over Ellie’ Jewelry) 


Miss M. P. BUCKSEY 


eeeerur and Artistic Dressmaking 
At Reasonable Charges 


Removed to 15 Shuter Street 


ARTISTIC : DRESSMAKING 
Mrs. J. P. KELLOGG, 165 Grenville St. 
Ladies’ Evening Gowns and Empire Effects 
a ®pecialty 


High class costuming after French and American 
measurements. 


MISS PATON 


Is now prepared to offer her friends and patrons artistic, 
fashionable Parisian Dinner and Evening Dresses at her 
Fashionable Dresemaking Parlors at 

R. WALKER & SONS, 


33 to 43 King Street East. 


LADIES 


Our Oxford Shoes take the first place. It is admitted 
by all that our low shoes are prettier shaped, more durable 
and lower in price than those of any 
other make. 































An illustrated booklet showing views of surrounding 
scenery sent free on application. 


DOUBLE TRIPS 
Niagara Falls Line Steamers 


TAKE THE FAST STEAMER 


EMPRESS OF INDIA 


Daily from Milloy’s Wharf, foot of Yonge street, at 7.50 
a.m. and 3.15 pe. for St. Oatharines, Niagara Falls, Butf- 
talo, New York, Rochester, etc. 

Now is the time to book _— annual excursions to any 
of the above places ; also Wilson, N. Y., Grimbay, etc. 

Special low rates to Churches and Sunday Schools. 

8 e us before closing elsewhere. 

Tickets at all G. T. R. and leading ticket offices and at 
cffices on Milloy’s Wharf. 


Niagara River Line 


SINGLE TRIPS 


Commencing Monday, May 15 
STEAMER CHICORA 


Will leave Geddes’ Wharf at 7 am. daily (except Sunday) 
for Niagara and Lewiston, connecting with New York Cen- 
tral and Michigan Central Railways for Falls, Buffalo, eto- 
Tickets at al! principal offices. 
JOHN FOY, Manager. 












THE 


J.D. KING CO., Ltd. 
79 King St. East. 








Are You in Need 


Of a pair of easy shoes for the cummer? 


Tan Shoes, Black Shoes 
Blucher cut, Piccadilly toe, all the latest 
styles and shades, perfect fit and mod- 
erate prices, to be had at 

H. & C. BLACHFORD'S 


Importers and Dealers in the 
Finest Footwear. 












that the husband of Mrs. Lease of Kansas 83 te 80 
lives in Topeka, and says: ‘It’s all right for King street East 

my wife to make speeches, but it’s the drug HAMILTON STEAM BOAT CO. Toronto a 
store, just the same, that keeps things a-run- aclipia ae 
ning;” that the husband of Margaret Deland Steam er Macassa CALL AT.... 


is a hustling advertising agent and won fame 
by devising the ‘flying wedge” in football ; 
that the husband of Mrs. Van Rennseler 
Cruger (Julien Gordon) is Colonel S. Van 
Rennselwer Cruger, manager of the vast Trinity 
Church Corporation in New York city ; and 
that Mr. Burton N. Harrison is a New York 
attorney, and that ‘‘when his wife's literary 
work is mentioned he is dumb.” 

The Golden Rose of Virtue conferred by the 
Pope will this year go to Marie Henriette, 
Queen of the Belgians, The fact that the lady 
has had to wait so many years for this conse- 
crated token should not be regarded as in any 
way a reflection upon her worthiness to wear 
it. It is only that there are so many ladies of 
rank in Europe to whom the Golden Rose of 
Virtue belongs by right, that the Queen of the 
Belgians has been forced to wait. The Queen 
of the Belgians is, perhaps, the most versatile 
in her talents of any crowned woman of 
Europe. She is an adept at the piano, violin, 
harp, and a number of minor musical instru. 
ments; is a horsewoman of the greatest skill 
and daring, and, strangely enough, in leger- 
demain she has a facility unsurpassed by the 
most famous of professional sleight of hand per 
formers. 

The royal family of England is said to be the 
most money-loving of the princely blood of 
Europe. The Queen has accumulated a vast 
fortune from her savings, and she pays her 


WALLACE'’S 
BOOT AND SHOE HOUSE 
FOR YOUR 


LAWN TENNIS AND BICYCLE SHOES 


American and Canadian makers, at rock bottom prices 


110 YONGE STREET 


Between Star and News Offices 


Leaves Toronto 11 a.m. and “6 30 p.m. 
Leaves Hamileon *7 30 a m. and 2 15 p.m. 


* Calls at Oakville 
Steamer MOCJESKA commences run- 
ning June 10 


J. B. GRIFFITH, Manager, 


F. ARMSTRONG, Agent, 
Hamilton 


Geddes Whart, Toronto 


LONG BRANCH 2s:— Str. LAKESIDE —:s0 


From Milloy’s Wharf, Commencing 


Saturday, 10th, Wednesday, 14th, at 2 p.m. 
and regular double tripe daily on and after SATURDAY, 
JUNE 17th, at ll a.m. and? pm. Extra trips in July and 
August. Low rates for EXCURSIONS AND PIC-A1C8. 
Special pavilions, conveniences and privileges. Moor - 
lighte per GARDEN CITY arranged to this lovely resort. 
Secure dates. W E. CORNELL, Mgr.. 84 Church street 
N.B.—Hotel open, 6 and $8 per week. Cottage to rent, 








HOTEL LOUISE, LORNE PARK 
NOW OPEN 


G. 0. H. Orchestra Wednesday & Saturday 
REDUCED RATES FOR JUNE 


For rates apply— E. PATTERSON, 
Lorne Park, Ont. 


Lake View House 
JACKSON’S POINT, LAKE SIMCOE 


WILL BE 


READY FOR GUESTS JUNE 18 


Train leaves Toronto 4.35 p.m., arriving within five 
minutes’ walk of house at 7 30p.m. Leaving about 7 a.m., 
arrive ia Toronto 9 55a m. daily. 

For particulars apply to-— 

W. B. SANDERS, Stouffville. 











servants less than they can get in any first- 
class hotel. Her daughter, the Princess Louise, 
inherits this parsimonious spirit, and just now 
the radical press of London is making an out- 
cry because the Princess competed with other 
sculptors for a statue to the Queen and got the 
contract through royal influence, The Prin- 
cess charged full price for the work—two 
thousand five hundred dollars—and exacted 
five hundred dollars in advance. The poorer 
sculptors had to stand aside. The Prince of 
Wales, however, does not inherit the thrifty 
instinct. He wears one thousand pairs of 
gloves a year, and buys them all from Denmark 
instead of encouraging the home industry. 
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IN HOOKS AND EYES 
tENT DEVICES + MODERN. 
















































































































§ Misses E.& H.Johnston 
: MODES 
¥ 122 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO 


OPPOSITE ROSSIN HOUSE 





—" 
a pis 


Well ixformed ladies are now free to admit 


Francis’ Patent Loop Hooks and Byes sates. 


For Sale by Leading Dealers 


ieee 
“UNEQUALLED ” 


IS THE VERDIOT 


or 
All Those Who Have Used the 


STANDARD 
DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
ends, or become detached. 


Ask for Them 
They are the Best 


SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchant 
Throughout the Dominion 


Miss HOLLAND 


112 YONGE STREET, 
(2 Dours South of Adelaide Street.) 
On and after MONDAY, MARCH 20, 
I will be prepared to show a 
Choice and Well Selected Stock 
of MILLINERY, to which all 


ladies are cordially invited. 

















When You Buy a Corset 


Get one that will make you and your drese fit 
each other as they cught to and as they will 
if you get the _ corset. The ‘Judic” is 
what you want. It ies celebrated from one end 
cf the world to the other as the “ perfect fit- 
ting” corset. To be had only through 


Mrs. THORNHILL 


3743 Yonge St., Toronto 
PEMBER’S HAIR STORE 


127 Yonge St. 
(4 Doors south of Arcade) 


Ladies, our stock in art- 
istto and fashionable Hair 
Goods are of the latest stylee 
and finest quality. Our light 
Summer Bangs of natural 
curled hair are admired by 
every lady who hae seen 
them. Long hair Switches, 
Waves, Wigs and Toupees 
made from only first quality 
finest cut hair. 

Our Ladies’ Hair-dreseing 
Rooms are complete in every 








~. particular, and ladies who 
: \ visit them will receive the 
prompt attention of ekilful 
\ be artiste, at 
Sf a PEMBER’S 
f 1427 Wonge St. Tel. 2275 





HAIR GOODS 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN REQUIRING 


WIGS, TOUPEES, BANGS 
WAVES, SWITCHES, &c. 
Should inspect our stock. The very latest styles in stock 
or made to order. 
Ladies’ Hair Dressing Parlors always oper. Only firet- 


clase artiste employed. 
Hair ornaments of all kinds. Prices low. 


DORENWEND'S 


108 & 105 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Send for illustrated catalogues. 


Threads 


UNEQUALLED FOR 
ALL PURPOSES 








ASK YOUR GROCER FOR THE 


“MONSOON” TEAS 


Indian and Ceylens 
The most delicious Teas on the market. 
STEEL, HAYTER & CO. 





















































































Social and Personal. 


Mrs. Kirkpatrick's garden party on Wednes- 
day afternoon was a most delightful aad suc- 
cessful event. Throngs of fashionable people 
roamed along the terraces, strolled across the 
lovely green lawn, or held cosy tete-a-tete chats 
under the shade of the giant trees which en- 
circle the grounds of Governm2nt House. The 
hostess received in the first drawing-room, 
which was beautifully decorated with hy- 
drangeas, fuchsias and other effective flowering 
plants. The cool and fragrant bower was 
scantily appreciated by the stream of visitors 
who were anxious to promenade on the lawn, 
where the Q. O. R. band discoursed sweet 
music and a spacious marquee contained an 
array of tempting goodies suitable to a warm 
afternoon. As I ventured to predict last week, 
the mise en scene was very attractive and 
charming, when the full complement of guests 
had arrived. Handsome dowagers, elegant 
matrons and graceful girls lent brightness and 
color to the scene as they moved, about, 
accompanied by their numerous cavaliers. The 
clerical element was pronounced, as many of 
the synod were present, and everyone seemed 
thoroughly to enjoy passing the fair June after - 
noon in so sweet a p'ace. Among the many 
hands>me toilettes, Mrs. Kirkpatrick's elegant 
shot and brocade gown was very remarkable ; 
Mrs. Bankes wore geranium silk, wich black 
lace and black hat; Mrs. Wyld was hand- 
somely gowned in viewx rose and small; bon- 
net; Mrs. Stephen Jarvis wore a slate- 
gray silk, with bands of cut steel passe- 
menterie ; Mrs. M-redith of Rosedale was in 
rich black moire; Mrs. Cosby wore a smart 
gown of black silk with fine stripes of viewx 
rose. Mrs. Henry Cawthra looked well in 
a handsome striped silk of black and pale blue; 
Mrs. MacMahon was in cream, with gold tint- 
ed trimm'ngs; Mrs, Ross Robertson wore a 
rich gown of dove gray and large hat ; Mrs. 
Alec Robertson, a very handsome trained dress 
of deep heliotrope and a very bec ming hat; 
Mrs. Janes looked remarkably well in a lust- 
rous black gown, with cut jet trimmings and 
stylish bonnet: Miss Eva Janes wore pink, 
under black, a black chapeau anda very a la 
mode Columbus ruff ; a noticeably lovely gown 
was Mrs. Eiin Heward’s, of b!ack and pale 
blue, most elegantly cutand very dainty in de- 
sign; Mrs. Herbert Mason was charmingly 
dressed in a heliotrope and cream gown with 
heliotrope velvet guimpe and sleeve puffs and 
bretelles of lace, and a most becoming bonnet ; 
Mrs. S. Wood wore crushed strawberry satin 
and cream lace, with large black hat; Mrs. 
Darling's modish gown was a dull shade of 
fawn, with tiny bouquets in deep blue; Miss 
Perkins wore a ladylike and rich gown of slate 
blue satin with velvet and j-t; Mrs, F. Arnoldi 
was in navy and white flowered silk, with 
berthe of deep white lace and lar ze hat ; Mrs, 
F. Mackelcan wore a charming white and 
pink striped muslin, and was a picture of 
brightness and good humor; Mrs. Edward 
Gooderham was in a pretty dress of pale fawn 
and light blue; Mrs. Totten’s gown of wine 
tinted silk and lovely chapeau crowned with 
apple green plumes were a most fetching and 
elegant combination; Mrs. Hugh Macdonald 
was a picture indu'l blue and cream hat with 
Ms. Fraser Macdonald wore 
a soft shade of deep gray with sage 
green velvet trimmings and chip hat; 
Miss Micbeth Milligan was incream cloth and 
silk, and white hat with tiny yellow flowers ; 
Mrs. Russell Snow looked charming in white 
silk flecked with green and gray, and pretty 
chapeau ; Mrs. Hartley Dewart wore pink and 
white striped muslin ; Miss Hagarty wasin a 
lovely frock of cream and gold silk crepon, and 
hat to match; Miss Cawthra was simply 
gowned in dotted white muslin, white picture 
hat and veil, and looked dainty and beautiful ; 
Miss Riordan was in pale blue and pretty sum 
mer hat: Miss Marion Chadwick was charm- 
ingly piquante in canary silk with white lace 
and a very becoming chapeau ; Mrs, Man- 
deville Merritt wore a lovely cream crepon | 





white lace veil. 





with pale fawn revers,and small cream bonnet ; 
Mrs. Langmuir was in black silk and lace with 
touches of apple green ; Mrs. Walter Barwick 
was daintily gowned in white and mauve 
French muslin with mauve ribbons and large 
hat ; Mrs. Maurice McFarlane was in a pretty 
white and heliotrope muslin and flower 
crowned hat ; Madame D'Auria was in cream 
and grass green; Miss Lena Mackay wore 
India muslin and lace; Miss Pope also wore | 
white muslin and large white hat ; Miss Mont 
gomery wore a trim cloth gown in gray and 
white check : Mrs. Lyman Jones was becom- 
ingly gowned in shrimo pink and black with 
large black lace hat ; Mrs. Hamilton Merritt | 
wore a delightful little poke bonnet of pink 
chip and flowers, and a dainty faint-tinted 
summer cos'ume ; Mrs. Clarkson was becom 
ingly gowned in cream with pale green stripes, 
and pretty flower bonnet ; Mrs. Harrison wore 
white and deep pink. A very chic frock, whose 
wearer's face I did not see, was a motif in | 
black and green with a green velvet spencer 
and green satin sleeves, a very up-to-date cos 
tume. The Misses Beatty, Misses Lulu’ 
and Josie Gooderham, the Misses Milligan of | 
Bromley House, Mrs. A. M. M. Kirkpatrick, Mrs, 
Cecil Lee, the Misses Herbert Mason, Miss 
Ross, Miss Darling, Miss Dixon and Mi.«s Hos- 
kin were all sweetly gowned and much ad 
mired. As there were over two thousand 
invitations issued, space does not permit of 
giving a list of the guests. The L'‘eutenant- 
Governor and Mrs, Kirkp trick were charming. 
ly assisted in entertaining their numerous 
guests by Miss Kirkpatrick and Mr, Arthur 
Kirkpatrick, who have been noted during the 
past season for their untiring and cheerful 
efforts to make Government House receptions 
enjoyable to everyone who attended them. 
Commander Law was as usual at everybody's 
service, and his bright word and laugh were 
provocative of bonhommie and good humor 
everywhere. Toronto people are not slow to 
appreciate the atmosphere of kindly and hearty 
goodwill which prevails at the home of Jthe re- 
presentatives of Royalty, and many an admir- 
ing and well pleased comment is made thereon. 


A much looked for event, which ‘promises to 
be most interesting, is the expected visit of the 
Spanish Caravels, the Nina, the Pinta and the 
Santa Maris. I am told that there is every 
likelihood of the caravels arriving in Toronto 





| greeted and 


| Sweatman of the See House, | 
° 
| 


| World’s Fair. | 


Monday, when a gay throng of fashionable as 


tea table, and amongst the guests were : 
Kirkpatrick, dressed in an exquisite Paris robe 
of netting over shot silk, medallions of green 
velvet outlined with gold embroidery across 
on Thursday or Friday of next week. Their! the front of the tablier; Mrs. Bankes, Mra, 
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ta Marie. 
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stay will not exceed twenty-four hours, and so | 


far the arrangem2nts for the entertainment of 
the officers include a garden party by the Royal 
Canadian Yacht Club and an evening rm cep- 
tion by the Spanish Consul, Chevalier J. E. 
Thompson, at Derwent Lodge. The caravel: 
are quaintly built and fi-ted up in ancient 
style, and will be a revelation from by-gone 
centuries to our modern eyes, 


Dr. McDonagh has gone on a trip to J «pan 
and China for a three months’ holiday. 


Canon DuMoulin is for a few days the guest 
of Mr. and Mrs. Wyld of Queen’s park, before 
his departure for Brockville, where he will 
spend the holidays. 


Mr. and the Misses Beatty, Miss M. Gooder 
ham; the Misses Murphy of Montreal, Captain 
A. F. Macpherson, Messrs. McMurray and 
Beatty sailed on Friday of last week to Niagara 
on the Oriole and remained over Sunday. On 
the Saturday evening Mr. Beatty gave adinner 
to the Li‘eutenant Governor and the yacht 
party at the Q :een’s Royal. 


Among those registered at the Queen's Royal 
are: Senator and Mrs. Ferguson, Mr. E. W. 
and Mrs, Bickford, Mr. and Mrs. C. E Maddi- 
son, Mr. and Mrs. C, E. Warwick, and Messrs, 
Callaway, Heath, Pyne and Stone. 


One of the prettiest weddings witnessed in 
this city took place on Wednesday, June 7, at 
S*. George’s church, the occasion b2ing the 
marriage of Mr. Arthur Huson Murray, son of 
Huson Murray, QC., and Miss Sybille Ada 
Walker, eldest daughter of Capt. Walker, for 
merly of Cobourg. Thechurch was most beauti- 
fully decorated with purple and white lilacs, 
which filled the church with their fragrance. 
Punctually at three o'clock the bridal party 
arrived. The bride’s gown was of thick white 
corded silk, with train of rich brocade; she 
carried an exquisite shower bouquet of white 
roses and lilies of the valley. Leaning on her 
father’s arm she walked up the church to the joy- 
ous strains of Mendelssohn's Wedding March. 
She was preceded by Mis: Newbigging as 
maid of honor, who looked lovely in white 
crepon, with a large white hat and carrying 
white lilacs, and was followed by her four 
bridesmaids, Miss Murray, sister of the bride- 
groom, Miss Leah Walker, Miss Belle Mont- 
gomery and Miss Hilda Dumble of Cobourg. 
They all looked most captivating in white, 
trimmed with lilac ribbons, and carrying 
bunchesof purple lilacs. Mr. P. Chadwick of the 
Imperial Bank ac‘ed as best man, and the four 
ushers were: Messrs. Clayton, Adam, Sweeny 
and Claude Walker After theceremony, which 
was performed by Rv. Canon Cayley and Rev. 
Robert Moore, the guests proceeded to the 


| house of the bride’s parents, 45 St. George 


street, where the newly married couple were 
congratulated. Mrs. Walker, 
mother of the bride, was most becomingly 
attired in mauve mousseline de soie, richly 
trimmed with a deeper shade of velvet, and 
looked very handsome. 
dejeuner were by Webb. ‘The bride aad groom 
left at 430 for their honeymoon trip. The 
bride’s traveling costume was of blue silk 
serge, with a dainty hat of blue, trimmed with 
forget-me nots, Showers of rice, old slippers 
and good wishes for future happiness followed 
the youngcouple. Among the guests I noticed: 


The wedding cake and | 


| in the city for a few days, stopping at the 


Beatty, the Misses Beatty, the Misses Murphy 
(Montreal), Mrs. and the Misses Montizambert, 
Mr. and Mrs. A. M. M. Kirkpatrick, Mrs. 
MacCullock, Mrs. Douglas Armour, Mr, and 
Mrs. Ladd (Cobourg), Mr. and Mrs. Arthur 
Grasett, Mr. and Mrs. Lemesurier, Mr. 


MacMahon, Mr. Thompson, Mr. Griffin, 
Mrs. Spragge, Mrs. Harman, Mrs. George 
Harman, Miss OBrien, Mrs. Mackenzi-, 
Mr. and Mrs. Gordon Mackenzie, Mrs. 
Arkle, Mre. Ellis, Miss Emily Munro, 
Mrs. Percival Ridout, Mrs. Small, Lady 


Gzowski, General and Mrs. Sandham, Mrs. 
Stephen Jarvis, Mrs. Clarkson, Miss Maud 
Yarker, the Misses Dawson, the Misses Larrett 
Smith, Miss Clarkson Jones, Mr. and Mrs, 
Alan Cassels, Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt Vernon, 
Mrs. Frank Hodgins, and Mr. George B. Kirk- 
patrick. 


The many friends of Mr. D T. Symons will 
be pleased to learn that he is progress'ng favor- 
ably towards recovery from his recent serious 
illness. 


Mrs. F. W. Burritt of Denver, Colorado, is 
visiting her mother, Mrs. Proctor, 71 Grenville 


street. 
* 


' 
{ 
| 
On Wednesday afternoon, June 7, at 159 
Rose avenue, the marriage of Miss H. E 
Montgomery and Mr. Alex. Trotter of Bran 
don, Man., took place. The ceremony was per- 
formed by Rev. C. B. Darling, rector of the 
church of St. Mary Magdalen. The wedding 
was a very quiet one, only the members of the 
family being present. The bride looked charm. 
ing in her traveling suit of fawn and myrtle 
green. She was the recipient of many hand- 
some gifts fiom friends in Toronto and other 
cities. Mr. and Mrs. Trotter left by the 7.20 
train for Chicago, where they intend remain- 
ing for a few weeks on their way to their 


future home in Brandon. 
. 


Miss Caroline Miskel, whose charming act- 
ing in the Mantell company was so much 
admired here last winter, is shortly expected 
on a visit home after a most successful season. 

° 

Mr. and Mrs. A. R, Clarke and family, Mr. 
and Mrs. Jas. Parkes and family and Mr. and 
Mrs. J. Sloan and family are at Lorne park, 


. , 

Mr. and Mrs, T. Fred Webb have removed 
from 88 Avenue road to their new villa resi- 
dence, Inglewold, Avenue road hill, Mrs. 
Webb will be At Home to her friends on the 
afternoon and evening of Friday, June 23, and 
afterwards on the fourth Friday in each 
montb. 





* 

Mrs, J. C. Anderson of 574 Sherbourne street 
with the two boys, Archie and James, will 
spend the summer in Johnstown, N. Y., near 
Saratoga Springs. Mrs. Anderson’s health has 
been considerably impaired for the past year 
and she purposes availing herself of the cele- 
| brated mineral springs in that vicinity. 


Lieu‘.-Colonel Smith, D. A.S., Mrs. Smith 
and the Misses Smith are the guests of Captein 
and Mrs. Greville Harston, 


Mrs. Byron Nicholson will spend the sum- 
mer in Quebec, 


Mrs. P. D. Hughes, wife of Capt. Hughes of 
the Q.0.R., formerly of Toronto, was last week 





| Mr. and Mrs, Murray, Mr. A. H. Walker, the | 
| bride’s brother, who had come from Brandon 


for the occasion, Mr. and Mrs. Charles Murray, 
and Mr. and Mrs. George J ones. 


Miss Reiner of Barrie has been visiting Mrs, 


Rev. J. K. and Mra, Godden of Allandale 
have deen visiting relatives in the city. | 


Fred Walker of Maitland | 


Thursday evening for the 


Mr. and Mvs, 

street left last 

: | 

Mr. and Mrs, S. B Brush and family will 
spend the summer at Oxkville. 


Miss Bessie Bonsall, the contralto, has re- 
turned from New York ana will be at 83 | 
Hayden street for the summer. 


Mrs, Chas, White of Essex is spending a few 
weeks with her sister, Mrs, Maurice Buckley 


of Howard street. 
. 


Mr. W. Elliott Haslam has returned from 
New York. His reception hour is from two to 


three, 
7 


The grounds of the Toronto Liwn Tennis 
Club presented an unusually lively scene on 


sembled to grace the opening day. Mrs. Yar 
ker and Mr. Holford Walker presided at the 
Mrs. 





' 


| soprano for his concert company in 1893 4 
.* 


| on Friday evening of last week for Mr. James 


Q 1een's, 


Mr. Whitney Mockridge during his stay in 
Toronto engaged Miss Minnie Gavlord as 


Miss M. M. Chopitea and Miss A. M. Wright 
gave a charming piano recital on Wednesday 
afternoon at the Loretto Abbey, Wellington 
place. 


The Argonaut Rowing Club will be At Home 
to their friends at three o'clock this afternoon, 


Mr. G. H. Wilson gave a small whist party 


Perkins, of London, Eug. Toe guests were re- 
ceived by Mr. Wilson’s niece, Miss Newbatt. 


* 

Mr. W. H. Sherman and family of Dunn 
avenue, Parkdale, drove this week to Sturgeon 
Point, where they will occupy their cottage 
until August 1. 


. 
Mra, T. C. Eiwood has left the city for Fern- 
dale, Muskoka, 


a 
Mrs. Colina Gordon and family have returned 
from Scotland, and with Mr. Gordon are set- 
tled for the summer at Balmy Beach. 
: 


Mr. and Mrs. Steve Sewell and family are 
summering at Center Island. 


Mr. and Mrs. Mason and fanily of Ontario 
street are at Center Island. 


Mr., Mrs. and Miss Ed jis sail for England on 


June 21, 
* 


Mrs, Richard Kirkpatrick, Carlton street 























NIGHT. 


and family are out of town for the heated 
term. Mrs. Brown has rented Mrs. Kirk- 
patrick’s house for the summer, 

* 


Mr. L Stewart of the School of Practical 
Science leaves shortly for a vacation at his 
father’s home in Banff. 


Professor, Mrs. and Miss Hirschfelder are in 
Caicago. 


* 
Rav. Street Macklem and Mrs. Macklem have 
returned from Chicago. 


Captain H. Pellatt is attached to the staff 
with the troops now in camp at Niagara. 
* 


Mr. and Mrs, Philip Dykes and family are 


settled at the Island for the summer. 
+ 


Mr. B. Hughes and family will occupy the 
annex to Mr. Mead's, Center Island, during 
the summer. 


The marriage of Miss Bertha Knowles and 
Mr. Arthur Van de Carr of Buffalo takes place 
on Wednesday, June 21, at Grace church, Eim 


street. 
e 


The Lieut.-Governor of Oatario has given a 
silver medal to the Ladies’ College, Kingston, 
for general proficiency, to be competed for by 


students in the senior class. 
” 


Mr. Clarence Shanklin of Chicago was in 


town this week, 
* 


Mr. and Mrs, Jack Murray and family are at 
Balmy Beach for the summer. 


Mrs, Grantham and Miss Shanklin are visit - 
ing in Brooklyn. 


Mr, and Mrs, Paul Campbell are at the Hotel 


Louise, Lorne Park. 
a 


A perfect day for a garden party was Thurs- 
day, June 8 when Mrs, Campbell of Carbrook, 
Queen's Park, gave her large At Home prior to 
her departure for Longruissa, her summer re- 
sidence on the Georgian Bay. Grouped about 
under the beautiful trees, for which Carbrook 
is famed,I noticed during the afternoon : 
Mrs, Kirkpatrick, Mrs. Bankes, Sir Casimir 
and Lady Gzowski, General and Mrs. Sand- 
ham, Mrs. Sephen Heward, Mr. and Mrs, 
Edin Heward, Major and Mrs. Cosby, Mrs. and 
Miss Mackenzie, Mr. and Mrs. Alan Cassels, 
Mrs. Cayley, the Misses Cayley, Mrs. Henry 
OBrien, Mr. and Mrs. L. M. O'Brien, Mrs, 
S-ephen Jarvis, Mrs. Clarkson, Mr. and Mrs, 
Galt, Mrs. Percy Galt, Mrs, Boswell, Mrs. and 
Miss Otter, Mr. and Mrs. Hutton, Mrs. John 
Cawthra, Mrs. H. C, Cawthra, Mrs. Clarkson 
Jones, Miss Jones, Dr. Ozden Jones, Mrs. 
Merritt, Mrs. Allan, Mrs. Heinneman, 
Mr. and Mrs. J. K. Kerr, the Misses 
Todd, Mrs. Grasett, Mr. and Mrs. Arthur 
Grasett, Mrs. Oliver Macklem, Rev. 
F. C. and Mrs. Street Macklem, Mrs, 
Nordheimer, Miss DuMoulin, Mr. and Mrs. 
Lemesurier, Mrs. and the Misses Ferguson, 
Miss Langmuir, Mrs. J.D Edgar, Mr. Pelham 
Edgar, Mrs. Wilkie, and Miss Helen Boulton. 


Mrs. DuMoulin and family, with the excep- 
tion of the Canon and Miss DaMoulin, have 
gone to Brockville for the summer months, 


Mrs. Frank Gosling gave a tea on Friday of 
last week at her residence, Wellington place. 


Lady Gzowski has sent out invitations for a 
large garden party, to take place on Tuesday, 
June 20 at The Hall. 


A. F. Webster, general steamship agent, has 
booked the following passengers for Europe: 
Mrs, and Miss McGolpin, Mrs. D. Urquhart, 
Mr. Alex. Mackie, Mr. T. M. D. Burnside, Mr, 
George, Mrs. and Miss Graham, Miss Inglis, 
Miss Sanders, Miss Hamilton, Mr. Herbert 
Teitzen, Mrs. C. J. Stuart, Mr. H. Williams, 
Mr. E. G. Keatingze, Mr. Edward Taylor, Mr. 


James and Mrs. Knowles, Mrs, John Fair, Mr. 


H. Evans, Mr. John Jrijor, Mrs, Jcijor, Mr. M. 


Jrijor, Mr. W. and Miss Gregory, Dr. and Mrs, 
Gardner, 


Mr. and Mr3. Frank Yeigh leave for Chicago 


to-day by the City of Collingwood, and will 
spend a fortnight at the World’s Fair. 
- 


A weddiog which attracted many fashion- 


able witnesses took place in Sherbourne street 
Methodist church on Taoursday morning at 
eleven o'clock, it being the marriage of Miss 
Nettie 
Punc‘ually at eleven, the bridal procession 
formed and advanced slowly up the north aisle, 
led by Miss Edythe Arnott of Toronto, who acted 
as maid of honor. 


Willisms and Mr. Bert Thompson. 


The other members of the 


bridal party were: Miss Louise Lersch 
and Miss Z:lla Williams of Elyria, Ohio, 
and Miss Belle Morey of Buffalo. The 


Continued on Page Thirteen. 
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PARIS KID GLOVE STORE 


NOVFLTIES 


FOR MORNING WEAR~—4 button dressed 
and undressed Kid Gloves with colored 
stitchings. 

4 and 6 button Chamois Gloves. 


FOR AFTERNOON WEAR—6 button un- 
dressed Kid in Black, Green, Goblin, 
Old Rose, Tan and Mode. 


4 button undressed Kid with fancy 
welts and stitchings 


R.&G. CORSETS P.&D. 
MILLINERY AND DRESSMAKING 


We make a special study of Wedding Trous- 
seaux. Our designs for Brides and Brides- 
maids’ dresses are simply charming. 


WM, STITT & CO. 


11 and 13 King Street East. 


Society 
Weddings 


FOR PRESENTS: 
————— 


June 17, 








Doulton 
Royal Worcester 
and Crown Derby Vases 


“Elite” Limoges 
Fish, Game 
and Berry Sets 


IN LARGE AND NEW VARIETY 
rHE 


PANTECHNETHRGA 


' Biag Streat Fast - - 


Cor. Yonge and Adelaide Streets 


Noreé—Our new line of white French China 
ha arrived. 





NEW THIS SEASON [ities Wise 


ther lace boote. Tan, Oxford Ties and lace boo! 
latest from New York. Call and see them at iettasthiaed 


AMERICAN SHOE STORE 
L. A. STACKHOUSE 


124 King St, West (opposite the Rossia House). 


ELLIS’ 


Diamond ana 
Pearl Stars 
Pendants 
Rings, &c. 





Can NOT BE EXCELLED FOR 
INTRINSIC VALUE or excellence 
of WORKMANSHIP. 
importers of the stones and MANU- 
FACTURERS, WE SELL AT 
MANUFACTURERS’ PRICES. 


The J. E. Ellis Co. 


LIMITED 


3 King Street East 


Being direct 





ICH CREAM FREEZERS 


Best, Simplest 


Cheapest 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


LIMITED 


TORONTO 





3 ea 
NY POA 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 












Out of Town. 
Brockville. 





Miss Marion McKenzie is visiting friends in 


Montreal. 


Miss Alice Dowsley has returned from New 


York. 


Prof. Hans Virchow of the University of 
Berlin, Germany, was a guest of Dr. W. Fred 


Jackson while in town. 


General and sincere are the expressions of 
sorrow and regret for the untimely death of 
one of our most popular and genial young men, 
Mr, George B. McLean, B.A., eldest son of the 
It was only last Sunday 


late A, D. McLean. 


week he returned home ill. His cousin Dr. 


Bowie was calied in, and he called in consulta- 


tion Dr. Moore, Dr. Cornell, and Dr. Sweet- 
man of Toronto, also a cousin of deceased, but 
in spite of all that medical aid or a mother’s 
loving care and attention could do, he sank 
gradually, and died on Tuesday night. 

A very quiet marriage ceremony took place 
at St. Francis Xavier church, on Thursday 
afternoon, Vicar-General Gauthier officiating, 
thecontracting parties being Mr. O. K, Fraser, 
brother of the Hon. C. F. Fraser, and Miss 
Margaret Braniff, daughter of the late Thomas 
Braniff of this town. Oaly a few intimate 
friends were present. Mr. R. C. McHenry 
was best man, and Miss Rose Braniff, sister of 
the bride, acted as bridesmaid. The young 
couple are extremely popular, and have the 
good wishes of friends far and wide. They will 
reside for the summer at Union Park. 

The At Home and reception by the Ladies’ 
Auxiliary of the General Hospital in Victoria 
Hall on Wednesday afternoon was well at- 
tended, successful, and highly enjoyable. 
Much time and care were expended by the 
ladies having the matter in charge, all details 
bing attended to with minute care ; the tables 
were models of taste, the decoration was 
chaste and elegant, and too much praise can- 
not be given those who were responsible for 
the splendid results. Reports were made by 
Mrs. Joseph Daacon, president ; Mrs. C. F. 
Fraser, treasurer ; and Mrs. P. B. McNamara, 
secretary. There was also present a deputa- 
tion from the Athens auxiliary, comprising 
Mrs. D., Fisher, who gave an excellent address, 
and Mrs, W. J. Fleck. A large amount was 
netted. 

Mr. Bert Clement has returned after a six 
months’ visit to the West Indies. 

Mr. F. W. Clemes and family have returned 
from the Pacific Coast, whither they went in 
April. 

Toe steamer John Haggart has arrived, and 
will run for the accommodation of the summer 
residents up the river and on the islands. 

Mr. W. H. Hewitt of Chicago and Mr. and 
Mrs. E. Peters of St. John, N. B., are in town. 

Mrs. (Canon) DuMoulin and daughter of 
Toronto have arrived for the summer, and will 
occupy Mr, T. A. McCullough’s beautiful cot- 
tage at Fairbank. 

Ona Thursday night of last week the Musical 
Society, comprising a chorus of eighty voices 


and the following soloists: Miss Clara 
Code of Ottawa, soprano; Mrs. C. M., 
B. ‘Cornell, soprano; Mrs. W. M. Powell, 


soprano; Mr. Allan Turner, tenor: Mr, Willis 
Coates, bass; Mr. F. H. Fulford, bass: Mr. A. 
McCaw, cornet ; under the leadership of Miss 
M, A, Callaghen, gave their second concert to 
a crowded house. The programm: was an ex- 
callent one, and rare judgment was shown by 
Miss Callaghan in the selection of voices : 
PART I. 
Selections from Handel's sparkling Serenata, Acie and 
G \latea, for solo voices, chorus and orchestra. 
PART II. 
O erture.......seeee La Dame Bianche.......... Boieldieu 
Orchestra. 
Barcarolle........... Hearest Thou?........ 
Mrs. W. M. Powell. 
Commet Bale. ...cccsccesee REINS 0606 ccccvecce Beethoven 
Mr. A. MoCaw (with orchestra.) 
....The Flower Girl...... ‘ 


-Tito Mattei 


Bevignani 


Canzone....... 
Miss Clara Code. 
BEA. scccrexaacccs Why Do the Nations’. (Messiab) Ha1del 
Mr. Willis Coates (with orchestra). 
DidO.. cccccccccceccek® Masleese......+. .. Randegger 
Mrs. Cornell, Mr. Turner, Mr. Fulford. 
Gigue 06 Bicccccseeses Savas hyiead M. Watson 
Orchestra. 
Hinting Song Rise, Sleep No More........ Benedict 
Chorus. 
Glee . .Good Night, Good Rest .....Bishop 


Chorus (#ith orchestra). 

Mr. R. G. Hervey has returned from New 
York. 

Dr. and Mrs. T. E. Dixon of St. Paul, Minn., 
are in town. 

tav. O. G. Dobbs of St. Paul’s (Episcopal) 
church and Mr, A, A, Fisher, barrister, leave 
for Europe in a few days. 

Mr, and Mrs. Robart Williams, Miss Burnett 
of Kenosha, Wis., and Mrs, J. Findlay of West 
Superior are guests of Mrs, Thomas Wilkinson. 

Brock 





Brantford. 


The new Masonic Temple, situated at the 
corner of Queen and Dalhousie streets, was 
dedicated on Thursday evening of last week. 
It will be impossible for me to enter into de- 
tails; suflice it to say that the new quarters are 
among the handsomest in Canada. The fra- 
ternity spared neither time nor money in mak- 
ing the dedicatory ceremonies and the banquet 
&@ complete success. The hall was a mass of 
flags, ferns, palms and flowers, every nook 
burdening the atmosphere with sweet per- 
fume. Although they did not invite me on 
Thursday evening, they allowed me the privil- 
ege of going through the hall the next morning. 
I was particularly struck with two rooms, the 
blue room and an ante-room, where the 
grand chaplain informed me the goat 
was kept, although Bro. Passmore must 
have had him out to pasture when I was there, 
for I did not sxe him, The furnishings of the 
blue room are exquisite; the floor is carpeted at 
the sides with blue Brussels, while the center 
isa white and black diamond-designed check ; 
the settees are upholstered {n blue, harmon- 
izing perfectly with the roof and floor, The 
walis are done in four coats of lavender gray 
and represent the heavens before daybreak. 
The seats and desks are of polished oak, from 
the ceiling are hung two beautiful chandeliers 
in solid brass and lighted with electricity. I 
could not obtain anything like a complete list 
of the visitors, Membars of the order were pres- 
ent from all parts of Oatario and numbered 
about four hundred, After the dedication ser- 
vices the brethren marched to the Kerby, where 


























anelegant dinner wasspread. W. Bro. W.£. Phin 
and W. Bro. S. Passmore presided over the 
large gathering. At the head of the table 
were seated: The Most Worshipful Grand 
Master John Morrison Gibson, M.P., LL.B., 
QcC., M.W.PG.M. Hugh Murray, R. W. Bro. 
Geo. Inglis, R. W. Bro, Rev, John Fairlie, R. 
W. D. H. Hunter, P.D.D.G.M. Murray, Grand 
Sac, J. J, Mason, D.D.G.M. Bro. Gunn, R. W. 
Bro. A. G. McWhinney, V. W. Bro. Sheriff 
Watt, G.G.W. Bro. R. W. Barker, V. W. Bro. 
Dr. Ryerson, R. W. Bro. A. S. Ball, R W. Bro. 
Peter Cox, R. W. Bro. Rev. R. Ashton, D.D., 
G. M. P. G. Wells, and Bro. W. B. Wood. 
After doing justice to the menu, the toast list 
began and an exceedingly enjoyable time was 
spent. Last night’s banquet is the most mem- 
orable in the history of Brantford, the arrange- 
ments being complete in every detail. 

Mr, and Mrs. J. Francis Watt and Mr. and 
Mrs. Harry Harris have just returned from the 
World’s Fair. They give glowing descriptions 
of the great sights, 

The following party will leave on Wednes- 
day for Chicago: Mrs, Jno. Harris and family, 
Mr, and Mrs, Chris. Cook, Mr. and Mrs, Thos. 
Harris, Mr. and Mrs. Wareham Wisner, Mr. 














We would 
draw the 
attention of 
the reader 
to our 
Canadian 


series of 


Sterling 
Silver 


Special Sale 





Dress 
Fabrics 


WE ARE CLEARING 
Delaines and Challies, with Other Lines 
of Dress Fabrics 


AT REDUCED PRICES 


Orders by mail receive the 
Same attention and advan- 
tages as purchases made per- 
sonally, 


JOHN CATTO & SON 


King Street, opposite the Post Office 















and Mrs, J. O. Wisner and Miss Wisner. 
Mr. Patrick Hardy is home for vacation. 


University. 


meeting of the Presbytery next week. 





ed, 
for the city has 
churches, 
be found by calling on Paris and Barford. 
SAILOR, 


Niagara-on-the-Lake. 

Mrs. Robert Ball returned last week from 
California, where she has been visiting Mrs, 
Mersfelder, nee Florence Ball, during the past 
few months, Quite a number of her friends 
assembled at the little up-town station to wel- 
come her home again. 

Miss Cameron, who was so much admired 
here last season, is the guest of Miss Milioy. 

Mrs, E. Phillips, Capt. and Miss Dick and 
Mr. J. Geale Dickson are among the guests at 
Doyle’s Hotel. 

Mr. Morgan Baldwin and family have arrived 
for the summer, 

Mrs, Gibson and Miss Wilson are the guests 
of Mrs. J. Gibbs, 

The usual preparations for the military camp 
show on every side signs and tokens of the ex- 
citement attending the annual event. A 
grand military ball at the Queen’s Hotel will 
of course be one of the features of the week 
following their arrival, added to which there 
will be numerous lesser attractions, such as 
concerts and hops, various small soc‘al gather- 
ings and a grand ice cream and strawberry 
festival under the management of the Ladies’ 
Guild of S:. Mark's church, GALATEA, 

Ottawa. 

Mr. George B. Patter returned from Cali- 
fornia last week. 

Lieut.-Col. Allan Gilmour has presented a 
challenge cup of solid silver, of $250 value, to 
be competed for by the G.G.F.G., 43rd Ottawa, 
14sh Batt., 15ch Batt., 57th Batt., at their 
annual inspecti»n, which is likely to take place 
on Thanksgiving Day. 

The friends of Mrs, Cowan, president of the 
W.C.T.U., and the members of the union will 
regret to hear that she is shortly to leave 
Ottawa to live in New York State. Mrs. 
Cowan’s departure will be a big loss to the 
W.C.T.U. in Ottawa. 

Mr, W. T. S. Hewett, B.A., of London, and a 
barrister of Gray's Inn, has been appointed 
private secretary in Canada to the Earl of 
Aberdeen. 

St. Andrew's church Sunday school picnic 
was held in Besser’s Grove on June 14, 

Mr. John A, Garvin of the Montreal Herald 
was in town for a few days this week, Mr. 
Garvin is very popular in Ottawa. 

Mr. and Mrs, J. A. Polkinham have returned 
from their visit in Oshawa. 

The Ven. Archdeacon Lauder and Rev. Mr. 
Thomas Garrett attended the re-dedication 
service of St. John’s church, Richmond, on 
Wednesday of last week. 

Mr, George Duval, official reporter of the 
Supreme Court, has been made a Queen's 
Counsel. 

Mr. Richard Nagle is visiting Mr. Harry 
Phelan, one of the leading merchants of Peter- 
boro’. Mr, Nagle will shortly sail for Ireland. 

Rev. Mr. and Mrs, Pollard, Mr. Bolton Mc- 
Grath and Mr. William Cooper sailed for 
Europe in the steamship Sardinian last Satur- 
day. 

Mr. John Richards of the G. N. W. Telegraph 
Company has gone to Caledonia Springs to 
take charge of the company’s office in the 
hotel there. 

Dr. Martin and family left on Friday of last 
week in the steam yacht Allie for Oliver's 
Ferry, when they will cruise around for three 
or four weeks, 

Rav. Dr. Moore has gone on a vacation of 
several weeks to Lake Simcoe, 

Mrs, David McLaren and Miss Stewart of 
Appin Place left for a six months’ trip in 
Europe on May 24. 

Miss Spring of Victoria, B.C., left for home 
on Wedoesday of last week. She has been a 
guest at Alderman McLean's for some weeks. 

The following Ottawa ladies were elected to 
office in the Anglican Woman's Missionary 
Auxiliary, at the meeting held in Kingston on 
Thursday of last week: President, Mrs, R. 
Tilton ; 2ad vice-president, Mrs. Muckleson ; 
recording secretary, Miss Ilumphries; corres- 
ponding secretary, Mrs. Newall Bate; secre- 
tary of Caildren’s Guild, Miss Parris; secre- 


Miss Loo Grant has returned from Toronto 


Great preparations are being made for the 
Tae 
billeting committee are laboring very hard to 
find room tor the large number that is expect- 
I do not think it should have met here, 
only two Presbyterian 
S:ill, I suppose accommodation can 
















































Souvenir 
Spoons 
and Novelties 





The Toronto Silver Plate Co, 


970 KING STREET WEST 


E, G, GOODERHAM, Manager 


INO, C. COPP, Sec.-Treas, 





NEXT TO MAIL BUILDING 
TORONTO 


urniture 


SUPPLY CO. 
56 King Street West - - TORONTO 











visit to Toronto. 

A picturesque garden party was held on 
Thursday and Friday of last week in Major's 
Hill Park by the friends of the poor. The booths 
(refreshments only) presented a very pretty 
appearance in the evening, being lighted by 
electric light and Chinese lanterns. The follow- 
ing prettty members of the fair sex presided 
over the various tables. Lemonade—Miss M. 
A. Blanchette and Mrs. Philpotts. Flowers, 
etc.—Misses E. Panet, C. H. Plunkett, M. 
McGee, E. Scott, and B, Casgrain. Ice cream— 
Misses Kate Brophy, A. French, T. Smith and 
L. Cote. Mr. Gillicuddy’s orchestra furnished 
excellent music during the afternoon and 
evening. 

Mr. M. W. Lake Marler has returned from 
his fishing expedition, having enjoyed good 
sport. 

Miss Pennington Macpherson has gone to 
Kingston for a visit of a couple of weeks. 

A most enjoyable drive to Aylmer was given 
by Mr. Strathy of the Union Bank last week. 

Several young ladies gave a picnic last week, 
headed by the Misses Scott and Miss Russell. 
Gentlemen and their canoes were in requisi- 
tion, 

The many friends of Mrs. James Isbester, 
Daly avenue, will regret to hear that she is 
suffering from an attack of la grippe. 

The ladies of Christ church had an excursion 
to the Cascades on Saturday, which was most 
enjoyable. 

Mr, and Mrs. H. P. Macdonell of 359 Cooper 
street have gone to their summer residence at 
Riviere du Loup for the summer. 

Miss Edwards of Peterboro’ is visiting her 
sister, Mrs. James Wood, 118 Maclaren street. 

Miss Murpby of Lisgar and Metcalfe streets 
returned from Toronto on Sunday after a 
three weeks’ visit. 

The Golf Club tea, the first of the season, was 
most suctessfully held in the club house. The 
Hon, Mrs, Herbert was one of the hostesses. 
She was dressed ina stylish gown of dark blue 
cloth, white waistcoat and white sailor hat. 
Lady Isabel Stanley wore black blazer suit 
with white shirt and white sailor hat; Miss 
Lister looked well in a white serge blazer 
suit with pink silk shirt and white sailor hat. 
I noticed among others at the tea: Mrs, Chas. 
Tupper, Madam Angers, Mrs. Lay, Mrs, Taylor, 
Mrs, Irwin, Mrs, Fletcher, Mrs. Lambe, Mrs, 
Spain, Misses Taylor, Fleming, Scott, Patter- 
son, Thistle, Tascheau, and Lindsay. 

Miss Belle Botsford, the young violinist from 
Boston, is visiting Mrs. Edward King of Wilfred 
street, who gave another musicale for her 
recently. 

The water picnic given by the Misses Scott 
was most enjoyable. In the several canoes 
were respectively: Miss Aggie Scott and Mr. 
Jackson, Mr. Willie Scott and Mrs, Beard, Mr. 
Farmer and Miss Laura Powell, Miss G. Wright 
and Mr, Hamming, Mr. Beard and Miss Minnie 
Scott. 








THe BELL ORGAN AND PIANO CO., Ltd. 


Canada's Largest and Leading Establishment 


TORONTO WAREROOMS - . - 709 KING STREET WEST 
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THE WONDERFUL CHRISTY 


.-« CUI « s 
Bread Cake Fruit 


w.THOUT WITH 
Crumbs Breaks Wafer Parings 
Wanted—4deni | 


Housekeepers everywhere use and praisethem. A set of Three b2autifully finished 
; Nickel-plated SAMPLE KNIVES, Express paid, on recei; t of One Dollar. 

INEVERY TOWN. These | 

Knives are Money Coiners 


Write THE CHRISTY KNIFE CO., 30 Wellington &8t. East 


us. TORONTO 




















ALWAYS KNOW WHERE TO 
POLISH YOUR SHOES 


Barler’s Shine Cabinet 


* wall ot * Way, but so 


Honesty is the | 
Best Policy | 


~ | In the Dermatological field or any other 
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@ One First Quality 
to see all ladies who have been ni Titties 
or are interested in the advancement and development of ae 
hysical beauty. Ino the meantime we are still at 1454 
onge Street, ready to see all our old friends and many 
new ones. 
A Skilful Chiropodist, graduate of Dr. McParlin’s 
School, is in attendance, and cures or relieves all troubles 
of the human foot. 
Supertiuous Hatr permanently removed by Eiectro- 


@ One st Meta 





ALLL 
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Circulars and Prices Free. 


Toren'e 


lysis. 
Call on us or send stamp for circular. Remember that Huette- 
Mre. Graham's dainty, harmless Toilet Preparations are Barler 
used almost exslusively now by the refired women of j 
Canada. | Mfg. Co. 
The Gervaise Graham Dermatological Institute | 30 Wellington Street rast 
| 


1454 Yonge Street, Toroni> 





are showing some new and very 

pretty patterns in China and Japanese 
Mattings, a véry large and choice variety of 
Rugs and an endless assortment of Silks for 
light curtains and for drapings and decorative 
Some 


be made with these at slight expense. 


purposes, very handsome effects can 


FOSTER & PENDRER 


KING 


14 AND 16 ST. EAST 


TORONTO'S NEW CARPET HOUSE 


Winnipeg, is home for his holidays, Charlie is 
a very great favorite and the ladies will be 
pleased to hear that there is a rumor that he 


Jones of Ottawa. Mrs. Jones died on June 9 
from heart failure caused by la grippe. She 
was seventy years of age. 
















































Mrs. Meredith of Toronto has been visiting 
her daughter, Mrs, Jarvis. Mre, F, Taylor 
gaveatea in her honoron Monday afternoon 
of last week. 

There have been several receptions, both 
afternoon and evening, lately; one at Dr, 
Bourinot’s, one at Sir James Grant's, another at 
Mr. Sandford Fleming's. 

The death of Mrs. Ralph Jones has cast a 
gloom over society. Mrs. Jones was widely 
known and esteemed in Ottawa. Among her 
surviving sons and daughters are: Mrs, T. C. 
Pattison of Toronto, Frank Jones of Toronto, 
Walter Shanly Jones of Winnipeg, and L. K, 


tary of literature and editor of Leaflet, Miss 
Baker ; representatives to general board, Mrs, 
and Miss Muckleson. In fact, the Ottawa 
ladies hold seven offices out of the eleven. 

The officers of the new Rideau Bicycle Club 
are: President, Mr. M. M. Pyke; vice-presi- 
dent, Mr. N. C. Sparks; captain, V. Webb; 
lst Heutenant, H. F. Hardy; 2ad lieutenant, 
H. J. Baament; secretary-treasurer, A. Mat- 
tice; auditors, A. Daoust and J, S. King; com- 
mittee, H. J. Beament, H. F, Hardy, G. Spittal 
and R E. Cook. The club colors will be navy 
blue and cardinal. 

Miss Etta Belford has returned from her 





Lieut. Col. John Stewart of the Ottawa Field 
Battery is improving daily. 

The Misses Thistle of O'Connor street sail 
for England to-day and will be away some 
months. 

Lieut.-Col. Macdonald, Lieut.-Col. McPher- 
son and Major Heron of the Militia Depart- 
ment, and L‘eut. A. McLean of the 45d Batt., 
left on Sunday evening for the brigade camp 
at Kingston. 

The many friends of Mrs, J, W. Cuzner of 
O'Connor street will regret to hear that she is 
very ill. 

Mr, Charles Pennock of the Bank of Oitawa, 


may be kept at home here by the bank. We 
hope the report may be true. 
Mr. Douglas Cameron of the House of Com 
mons has gone home for his holidays. 
Invitations are out for the wedding of Miss 
Alice Scott and Dr. Turner on Wednesday, 21st 
inst. Itis to be very quiet. ScriBe, 





French sounds and idioms, and how to mas- 
ter them, by ap almost instantaneous method, 
will be fully explained by Prof. E. Lambert in 
his free lecture Monday, at 35 p.m., at the 
Y.M.C.A. rooms, It will prove a rare treat, so 
do not fail to attend if interested. 
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“Yes; perhaps you are right,” said Dale 


dreamily. 
“Sure Iam. There, goin and win, my lad. 
You'll do it. Hah! that’s good whisky. My 
| 


THE os ca ere to have trusted you.” 


** Don’t say any more about it.” 


By G. MANVILLE FENN 


” 


Author of “Black Blood,” ‘The Parson 0’ Dumford,” ‘* The Master ef the Ceremonies, 
“4 Mint of Money,” &c., &e. 


(COPYRIGBHT.) 


CHAPTER VI. pure a woman as ever breathed, coming up to 
WHAT PACEY SAW IN THE CLOUDS. this hell or heaven, London, whichever one 
Three weeks soon pass ia busy London, but | makes of it, and going wrong. Ulysses among 
to Armstrong Dale the twenty-one days which | the Sirens, lad ; and they sang too sweetly for 
ensued after the scene at Portland Place were | him—that is, one did, The temptation was 
like months of misery. terribly strong and he went under.” 
Stern in his resolve to avoid all further en- Armstrong’s brow was dark as night now, 
tanglement, and to keep faith to her whom in and he drew his breath hard. 
his heart of hearts he loved, he shut himself **Do you know what that meant, Armstrong? 
up in his studio and made a desperate attack | You are silent. I'll tell you. It meant break- 
upon his great mythological picture, a broad, | ing the heart of a true woman, and the wreck- 
high canvas at which Keren-Happuch stared | ing of aman. He had ability—as a painter— 
open-mouthed when she went into the studio; anti he could have made a name, but as soon as 
every morning to ‘‘do Mr. Dale up”—a feat | he woke from his mad dream, all was over. 
which consisted of brushing the dust above | The zest had gone out of life. You know the 
from one corner to another, and resulted in aj song, lad, A kiss too long—and life is never 
good deal of sniffing, and the lodging of more | the same again.” 
dust upon casts, ledges, furniture, and, above 
all, upon Keren-Happuch’s by no means class- 
ical features, where it adhered consequent upon | you dare to come preaching your parables 
a certain labor-and-exercise-produced here?” 


crene.” 


see him?” 


and he is to ascend.” 
**A which, sir? Sym—sym——” 
‘* Sym—whisky, Bella Donna.” 


Armstrong huskily; ‘‘but by what right do 


ure which exuded from the maiden’s skin. “Parable, man? It is the truth. Right? I 
“I can’t help looking smudgy,” she used to | have a right to tell you what wrecked my life 
say; and directly after, ‘Comin’, mum,” for | —the story of twenty years ago.” 
her name was shouted in an acid voice by Mrs. Joe!” 
Dunster, the elderly lady who let the studio And there was a gripping of hands, 
and rooms in Fitzroy Square to any artist who “Ah! That's better. I tell you because his- 
would take them for a time. tory will repeat itself. Armstrong, lad, you 
But the poor little slavey was Keren-Happuch have often talked to me of the one who is wait- 
to that lady alone. To Armstrong she was ing and watching across the seas. Look at me 
always Miranda on account of her friend, the | —the wreck I am. For God’s sake—for hers— 
dirty white cat of the kitchen; to his artist | your own, don’t follow in my steps. 
* friends such names as seemed good to them, Neither spoke for a few minutes, and then 
and suited to their bizarre thoughts. 
To Armstrong one morning came Keren-Hap-| ‘I can’t humbug, Joe,” said Armstrong. 
puch as he was painting out his previous day’s | “Of course I understand you. You mean 
work upon his great picture, and she stood | about—my commission.” 
staring with her mouth open. | 
“Ob, Mr. Dale, sir, what a shame! What 
wou!d Miss Montmorency say ?” | 
| 


animation. 


And the picture.” 


large canvas for a few moments. 


paint backwards.” 
“Eh?” cried Pacey. 


talk of every set I’ve been into lately. There’ here. Where is she now?” 


‘* What about, Miranda?” 

“ You a-smudging out her beautiful figure as 
you took such pains to paint. Why, she was 
a-talking to me ‘bout it, sir, when she was 
a-goin’ yesterday, and said she was goin’ to be 
Queen June-ho at the ‘cademy.” 

“ But she will not be, Miranda,” said Arm- 
strong sadly; “it was execrable. Ah, my 
little lass, what a pity it is that you could not | 
stand for the figure.” 

““Me, sir? Oh, my!” cried the girl, giggling. 

| 
| 
i 





“* Why, I'm a perfect sight, sir. I on’y come to 
tell you I was opening the front top winder, 
and see your funny friend, Mr. Pacey, go into 
Smithson’s. He always do before he comes 
here.” 

‘* Keren-Hap-puch!” came faintly from 
below. | 

‘**Comin’, mum,” cried the girl, and she dashed 
out of the studio. 

“Poor, patient little drudge,” said Arm- 
strong, half aloud. “ Well washed, neatly | 
clothed, spaken to kindly, and not worried to 
death, what a good faithful little lassie she 
would be for a house. I wish Cornel could see 
her, and see her with my eyes.” 

He turned sharply, for there was a step—a 
heavy step—on the stair, and the artist’s sad | is nothing against her, but her position with 


face brightened. 





“I forgive you,” she said. 





at last. Where's the incense box?” 

He took a tobacco jar from a cupboard and 
placed it upon the nearest table just as the 
door opened and a big, heavy, rough, gray- 
haired man entered, nodded, and placing his | some young artist.” 
soft felt hat upon his heavy stick, dropped into| ‘“ They say that ?” 


‘“* What? Speak out.” 


painting he had in progress. 


an easy-chair. 

“Welcome, little stranger!” 
strong merrily. ‘‘ Why tarried the wheels of | 
your chariot so long?” | and a spiteful, vindictive woman contrived by 

There was no answer, but the visitor fixed his | hints and innuendoes, as she knew! was your 
deeply set, piercing eyes upon his brother artist. | friend, to let me know the state of affairs.” 

** Was there a smoke somewhere last night, ** Lady Grayson ?” 


sense of smell.” 


a 





old lad, and the whisky of an evil brew?” | “* The same.” always making game of me, I'll tell missus you 
** No,” said the visitor shortly. * The Jezebel !” call her the duchess, see if I don’t. It ain’t me 
‘““Why, Joe, old lad, what's the matter? “And worse, lad. But, Armstrong, my lad, | assmells; it’s this here letter, quite strong. 

Coin run out?” I have come, then, too late.” Please, Mr. Dale, sir, it was left by that lady in 
“No!” Pride and resentment kept Dale silent for a | her carriage.” 

Armstrong. ‘‘CanI help you?” and, passing “It is false.” as the girl handed Dale the note, and his coun- 


his brush into the hand which held his palette,| ‘‘ But itis the talk of London, my lad, and it 
he grasped the other by the shoulder. means when it comes to Dellatoria’s ears— 
“Don’t touch me,” cried the visitor angrily, | Bah! a miserable organ-grinder by rights—end- 
and he struck Armstrong's hand aside. less trouble. Perhaps a challenge. Brutes 
There was a pause, and then the latter said | who have no right to name the word honor yell 
gravely: most about their own, as they call it.” 
** Joe, old fellow, I don’t want topry into your ** It is not true—or—there, I tell you it is not 
affairs, but if I can counsel youor help you, | true.” ** Keren-Happuch !” 
don’t shrink from asking. Can I do any | ** Not true?” ‘* A call from the duchess of Fitzroy Square,” 
thing?” For answer Armstrong walked to the side of | said Pacey merrily. 
** Yes— much,” the studio, and took a large canvas from where ‘* No, sir, it was that Hightalian lady, her as 
‘*Hah! that’s better,” cried Armstrong, as | it stood face to the wall, and turned it to show | is painted there,” said the girl innocently, and 
if relieved. ‘‘ What's the good of an Orestes, | the Contessa's face half painted. | pointing to the canvas leaning against the 
if P. does not come to bim when he is in a | **Good,” said Pacey involuntarily, ‘* but—” | wall, as she ran out, 
hole! But you are upset, There's no hurry, ** Don’t ask me any more, Joe,” he said. * Be *Confound her!” roared Pacey, springing 
Fill your pipe, and give me a few words about | satisfied that history is not going to repeat | to his feet and turning upon his friend with 
my confounded picture while you calm down, | itself. I have declined to go on withthe com- | his eyes flashing beneath his shaggy brows ; 
Joe, old man, it’s mythological, and it’s going | mission.” “is there no such thing as truth in this 
to turn out a myth. Isn’t there a woman in *“* Armstrong, lad,” cried Pacey, springing | cursed world ?” 
London who could sit for my Juno?” from his seat and clapping his hands on the **What do you mean?” cried Dale hotly, as 
‘Hang all women!” said the visitor in a/| young man’s shoulders to look him intently in | he crushed the scented note in his hand, 


his eyes to his friend. 
** Keren-Happuch !” came again. 


her head fora moment through the ajar door, 
and turning back again. ‘ 
‘*Said there wasn't no answer, sir.” 


deep, hoarse tone. the eyes. ‘‘ Bah!” he literally roared, ‘‘and I ‘**Samson and Delilah,” said Pacey, with 
** Well, that’s rather too large an order, old | spoiled my night's rest, and——Here, got any | savage mockery in histones. ‘‘ Here, Leronde, 
fellow. Come, fill your pipe. Now, let’s have | whisky, old man? ‘Bacco? Oh, here we are,” | lad,” be continued, taking up his glass, “a 


it. What's wrong?” and he dragged a large black brier root well | toast for you—Vivela gallantry! Bah!” 

The eyes of the man to whom he had been | burned from his breast and began to fill it. He lifted the glass high above his head, but 
attracted from his first arrival in London, the | Then taking a common box of matches from | did not drink. He gave Armstrong a fierce, 
big, large-hearted, unsuccessful artist who yet | his pocket—a box he had bought an hour be- | contemptuous look and dashed the glass into 
possessed more ability than anyone he knew, | fore from a beggar on the street, he threw him- | the grate, where it was shivered to atoms. 
and whose advice was eagerly sought by a/| self back in a big chair, lifted one leg, and gave __ 
large circle of rising painters, were fixed upon | the match a sharp rub on his trowsers, lit up, CHAPTER VIL, 
him ¢o intently that the color rose in Arm- | sending forth volumes of cloud, and in an en- THE SCENTED NOTE, 
strong Dale’s cheeks, and in spite of his self-| tirely different tone of voice said quite blus- Laronde stood for a moment watching his 
cuntrol the younger man looked conscious, teringly : friends excitedly ; and then as Pacey moved to- 

‘« Then it’s all true,” said Pacey bitterly. ** Now, then, about that canvas; let’s have a | wards the door he sprang before it, 

‘“* What's all true/” cried Dale. | look at it, Hah! yes, you want a Juno—a liv- *“No, no,” he cried; ‘‘you two shall not 

** Armstrong, lad, I passed a bitter night, and | ing, ,breathing divinity, all beauty, scorn, pas- | quarrel. I will not see it. You, my two 
I thought I would come on.” sion, hatred. No, my lad, there are plenty of | artist friends who took pity on me when I fly 

Armstrong was silent, but his brow knit, and | flesh subjects who would do as well as one of | —I, a communard—for my life from Paris, 


there was a twitching about the corner of his | Titian’s and you could beat an Etty into fite; | You, Pacee, who say I am brother of the 
eyes. 


| 
| 
| 
| 





but there isn’t a model in London who could | crayon, and help me to sell to the dealaire ; you, 

**T sat smoking hard—ounces of strong | sit for the divine face you want. Your only | Dale, dear friend, whosay, ‘‘ Come, ole boy, and 
tobacco, and in the clouds I saw a frank, good- | chance is to evolve it from your mind as you | here is papaire and tobacco for cigarette,’ and at 
looking young fellow engaged to as sweet and paint another head,” times the dinner and the bock of biere, and 








dear old fellow, I might have known. I ought 


‘*But I must ease my mind. I ought to have 
known that my young Samson would not yield 
to any Delilah, and be shorn of his manly 
locks. Yes, that’s capital whisky. I haven't 

= had a dropsince yesterday afternoon. A toast: 
Confound the wrong woman, Hang them,” he 
continued, after a long draught; “they're 
always coming to you with rosy apples in their 
hands or cheeks and saying, ‘ Have a bite.’ 
You don’t want to paint portraits. You can 
paint angels from clay to bring you cash and 
fame—Aha, my goddess of beauty and bright- 
ness, I salute thee, Bella Donna in Hippo- 


‘Oh, do adone, Mr, Pacey,” said the lady 
addressed, to wit, Keren-Happuch. ‘I never 
do know what you mean, I declare ”—(sniff)— 
“‘T wouldn’t come into the studio when you're 
here if I wasn’t obliged. Please, Mr. Dale, sir, 
here’s that French Mossoo gentleman. He 
says his compliments, and are you too busy to 


‘* No, Hebe the fair, he is not,” cried Pacey. 
“I made you my friend, Joe Pacey,” said “Tell him there is a symposium on the way 


The girl glanced at Dale, who nodded his 
head, and she hurried out, and the door opened 
the next minute to admit a slight little man, 
most carefully dressed, and whose keen, re- 
fined features, essentially French, were full of 


‘*Ah, you smoke, and are at rest,” he said. 
“Then Iam welcome. Dear boys, both of you. 


He stood, cigarette in teeth, gazing at the 


**Excellent. So good,” he cried. ‘‘ Ah, Dale, 
with his voice changed : | my friend, you would be great, but you do so 


“I mean, my faith, he was much more in 
““Yes, and I did warn you, lad. It is the} advance a month ago. There was a goddess 


‘‘Behind the clouds,” said Pacey, forming 
that miserable hound, Dellatoria, is well | one of a goodly size; and the others heiped in 
‘Good little prophetess too. Here’s old Joe} known. He insults her with his mistresses | a more modest way, as an animated conversa- 
time after time. Her beauty renders her open | tion ensued upon art, Pacey giving his cpinions 
to scandal, and they say what I fearedis true.” | loudly and with the decision of a judge, 
while the young Frenchman listened to his 
“That she is madly taken with our hand- | criticism, much of it being directed at a flower 


The debate was at its height when the little 
** Yes, and I gave them the lie. Last night I | maid again appeared with a note in her hand. 
cried Arm-/| had it though more definitely. I was at the ** Aha!” cried Pacey, who was in the highest 
Van Hagues, All artistic London goes there, | spirits—‘‘ maid of honor to the duchess—the 
flower of her sex again. Ha! how eweet 
the perfume of her presence wafted tc my 


**Oh, do adone please, Mr. Pacey, sir. You’re 


tenance changed as he involuntarily turned 


‘*But there is something, old fellow,” said | few moments, and then he said huskily ** Keren-Happuch !”" came from below stirs 
| ‘*Comin’, mum,” shouted the girl, thrusting 
| 
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the man who treats her with silence and——” 

‘* Did you call me, mon ami?” said a voice at 
the door. 

““No, old fellow; I'm coming,” cried Dale, 
and then to himself, as one who has mastered 
self: “‘ That is all past and gone—in ashes to 
the winds, Now for work.” 


CHAPTER VIII. 
IN THE SCALES, 

‘“‘ Nothing like hard work. I've conquered,” 
said Dale to himself one morning, as he sat 
toiling away at his big picture, whose minor 
portions were standing out ¢efinitely round 
the principal figure which had been painted in 
again and again, but alwaysto be cleared off in 
disgust, and was now merely sketched in 
charcoal, 

He was waiting patiently for the model who 
was to attend to stand for that figure—the 
figure only—for Pacey’s idea had taken hold, 
and, though he could not dwell upon it without 
a nervous feeling of dread, and asking himself 
whether it was not dangerous ground to take, 
he had determined, as he thought to prove his 
strength, to endez,vor to idealize the Contessa's 
features for his Juno, It was the very coun- 
tenance he wished to produce, and if he could 
have caught her expression and fixed it upon 
canvas that day when the Conte entered, so 
evidently by preconcerted arrangement with 
Lady Grayson, the picture would be perfect. 

‘** It need not be like her,” he argued ; “ it is 
the expression I want.” 

He knew that in very few hours he could pro- 
duce that face with its scornful eyes, but he 
always put it off. 

After a time, when the trouble there was 
not so fresh, it would be more easy—‘“ and the 
power to paint it as I saw it then have grown 
faint,” he added in despair, with the conse- 
quence that between the desire to paint a mas 
terpiece, and the temptation to which he had 
been exposed, the face of Lady Dellatoria was B 
always before him, sleeping and waking : h 
though had he made a strong effort to cast out 
the recollection of those passionate, yearning 
eyes, the letters he received from time to time 
would have kept the memory fresh. 

** At last,” he cried, that morning, as steps 
were heard upon the stairs. ‘* But she has not 
alight foot. I remember, though, they told 
me that she was a fine, majestic.looking 
woman.” 

There was a tap at the door, 

**Come in.” 

Jupiter himself, in the person of Dan’l Jaggs, 
thrust in his noble head. 

“ Allright, Emperor, comein,” said Dale, going 
on painting, giving touches to the back- 
ground of his Olympianscene, with its group of 
glowing beauties,‘’who were to be surpassed by 
the majesty of the principal figure still to come. 
‘What is it? Don’t want you to-day.” 

‘‘No, sir, I Knowed it was a lady day, but 
I've come with a message from one.’ 

‘* Not from Lady ——” 

He ceased speaking, and his heart beat 
heavily. Jaggs had been to and from Portland 
Place with the canvas. Had she made him her 
messenger? 

“Yes, sir; from Lady Somers Town,” 

‘“*What?” cried Dale, with a sigh of relief, 
though, to his agony, he felt that he longed to 
hear from the Contessa again. 

‘*Lady Somers Town, sir, that’s what Mr. 
Pacey used tocallher. Miss Vere Montesquieu 
of the Kaiserinn.” 

‘*Miss Vere Montesquieu!” said Dale con- 
temptuously. 

“ Well, that’s what she calls herself, sir. 
Did you say what was her real name, sir?” 

“No, I didn’t, but I thought it. Oh, by the 
way, Jaggs, I must bave another sitting or two 
from you. We haven't quite caught the ex- 
pression of Jupiter's lips.” 

**No, sir, we haven't, sir,” said the model, 
looking at the canvas wistfully. “I know 
azactly what you want, but it’s so hard to put 
it on.” 

“It is, Jaggs.” 

‘“* You want him to be looking as he would if 
he was afraid of his missus, and she'd just 
found him out at one of his games.” 

“That's it.” 

‘*Well, sir, I'll try again. Perhaps I can 
manage it next time. I was a bit on the other 
night, and I did get it pretty warm when I i 
went home, I'll try and feel like I did then 
next time I’m a-sittin’.” 

** Yes, do,” said Dale, who kept on with his 
work. ‘‘ Ah, that’s better. Well, you were 


sometimes wine—you shake hands, both of you. 
I, Alexis Leronde, say you muss.” 

“*Silence !” roared Pacey. ‘‘ Who ever heard 
of good ccming of French mediation?” 

“Be quiet, Leronde,” cried Armstrong 
firmly, ‘‘Joe, old fellow, let me—a word— 
explain,” 

“Explain?” growled Pacey, as the young 
Parisian shrugged his shoulders and stood 
aside to begin rolling up a cigarette with his 
thin, deft fingers, 

**Stop, Joe!” cried Armstrong, ‘‘ you shall 
‘not go. The letter is some request about the 
picture—for another artist to finish it. Here, 
read it, and satisfy yourself.” 

He tore open the scented missive, glanced at 
it and was about to hand it over to his friend, 
but a few words caught his eye, and he crushed 
the paper in his hand, to stand flushed and 
frowning before his friend. 

‘All right, I see,” said the latter, with a 
bitter, contemptuous laugh. “ We're a paltry, 
weak lot, we men. Poor little daughter of the 
stars and stripes across the herring-pond. I’m 
sorry, for I did think I could believe your 
word.” 

‘*Dear boys—old men,” cried Leronde, ad- 
vancing once more to play mediator. 

‘Shut up!” roared Pacey, so fiercely that 
the young Frenchman frowned, folded his 
arms across his chest, and puffed out a cloud 
of smoke in defiance. 

** Joe, I swear——” 

“Thank you,” said Pacey ironically, ‘I 
can do enough of that as I go home,” and, 
swinging open the door, he strode out and 
went downstairs, whistling loudly the last 
popular music hall air. 

“Aha, he flies,” cried Leronde, biting 
through his cigarette, the lighted end falling 
to the floor, while he ground up the other be- 
tween his teeth. ‘“‘I go down. He insult me 
—he insult you, my dear friend. I follow and 
pull his nose on ze door mat.” 

“ Be quiet, lad!” cried Armstrong fiercely. 
‘** Ithas nothing to do with you. It is my affair.” 

“Yes, I understand, dear old man,” said 
Leronde, placing his fingers to his lips, nodding 
his head a great deal, while Armstrong stood 
dreamy and thoughtful, frowning, as if un- 
decided what to do. “I know I am French— 
man of the whole world, my friend. I love the 
big Pacee. So good, so noble, but he is not 
young and handsome. The lady, she prefaire 
my other good friend. What marvel? And 
the good Pacee is jealous.” 

“No, no ; you do not understand.” 

‘“*But yes. Cherchez la femme. Itis so al- 
ways, They make all the mischief in the great 
world, but we love them always the same.” 

““T tell you that you do not understand,” 
cried Armstrong angrily. 

‘“* Well, no; but enough my friend, Ah, 
there is so much in a lettaire that is perfumed. 
I do not like it ; you two are such good friends 
—my best friends ; you, the American, he, the 
big honest Jean Bul). I do not like you to 
fight, but, there, what is it?—a meeting for the 
honorin Hyde Park, a few minutes with the 
small sword, a scratch and then you embrace, 
and we go to the dejeuner better friends than 
before. You are silent. I will make another 
cigarette.” 

“T was thinking,” said Dale slowly. 

‘““What, you fear to ask me to be your 
second, Be of good courage, my friend. I will 
bear your cartel of defiance, and ask him who 
is his friend.” 

“Bah!” ejaculated Dale, so roughly that 
Leronde frowned. ‘There, don’t take any 
notice of me, old fellow,” hecried. ‘Sit down 
and smoke. You will excuse me.” 

Leronde bowed, and Armstrong hurried into 
his inner room, where he smoothed out the 
note and read half aloud and in a disconnected 
way : 

“ How can you stay away—these long weary 
weeks—my unhappy state—force me to write 
humbly—appealingly—my wretched thoughts 
—Lady Grayson—her double looks of triumph 
over me—will not believe it of you—could not 
be so base for such a heartless woman as that 
—heartbroken—my first and only love—won 
from me my shameiess avowal—not shameless 
—a love as true as ever given—for you 80 good 
and noble.—In despair—no rest but in the 
grave—forgive your coldness.—Come back to 
me or I shall die—die now when hope, love and 
joy are before me. You must—you shali—I 
pray by all that is true and manly in your 
nature—or in my mad recklessness and despair 
I shall cast consequences to the winds and 
come to you.” 

Dale crushed up the letter once again, and as 
he stood frowning and thoughtful he struck a 
match, lit the paper and held it in his hand till 
it had completely burned out, scorching his 
hand the while. Then going to the window, 
he blew the tinder out and saw it fall, 
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‘** The ashes of a dead love,” he muttered, and hg iS H 
then quickly, ‘* No, it was not love. The mad WO ] i 
fancy of the moment. There, it is all over, 
poor woman ; if all she says is honest truth she HOME! SWEET HOME: 
must fight it down and forgive me if I have CLEAN AS A WHISTLE 






been to blame. Yes: some day I can tell her. 
She wili not forgive me, for there is nothing to 
forgive. Poor little woman! Ah, if the one 
who loves us could see and know all—the life— 
the thoughts of the wisest and best man who 
ever breathed! Nature, you are a hard mis- 
tress. Well, that is over, but poor old Joe! 
He will find out the truth though, and ask 
my pardon. Everything comes to the man 
who waits.” 

He crossed to a desk lying on a table by his 
bed, opened it, took out a photograph and 
gazed at it for a few moments before replacing 
it with a sigh, 

“You can be at rest, little one. Surely 1 am 
strong enough to keep my word.” 

Then he started and bit his lip, for a hot flusn 
came to his temples as the last words in the 
letter he had burned rose before him: ‘* Cast 
consequences to the winds, and come to you.” 

He shivered at the idea, as forthe moment 
he saw the beautiful, passionate woman stand- 
ing before him with her pleading eyes and out- 
stretched hands, 

** No,” he cried aloud, ‘‘she would not go to 
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going to say something. Is anything wrong?”’ 

“Well, sir, I'm only a poor model, and it ain't 
for me to presoom,” 

“‘Lookers-on see most of the game, Jaggs. 
What is it?” 

** Well, sir, I was looking at Jupiter's corpus.” 

“Eh? See something out of drawing?” 

“‘No, sir; your nattomy’s all right, of course. 
Never see it wrong. You're splendid on ’ticu- 
lation, muskle and flesh. But that’s Sam 
Spraggs as sat for the body, wasn’t it?” 

** Yes; I've fitted it to your head.” 

‘* Well, sir, not to presoom,; do you feel sure 
as it wouldn't be more god-like, more Jupitery 
as you may say, if you let me set, painted that 
out, and give the head the proper body? Be 
more nat’ral like, wouldn’t it?” 

‘No. What's the matter with that? The 
composition of a more muscular man with 
your head is, I think, excellent.” 

** But it ain’t nat’ral like, sir. You see, Sam’s 
too fat.” 

“Oh, no, Jaggs. He only looks as if Hebe 
and Ganymede had poured him out good 
potions of a prime vintage, and as if the honey 
of Hybla often melted in his mouth.” 

‘*Well, sir, you know best. Maria Budd 
says—” 

“Who?” 

‘*Miss Montesquieu, sir. She’s old Budd’s— 
the. Somers Town greengrocer’s—gal.” 

“Humph! I1iot! Weli, what message has 
she sent? Not coming again?” 

“No, sir. She’s very sorry, sir; but she’s 
got an engagement to early dinner at Brighton 
to-day, and won't only be back in time to take 
her place in the chorus to-night.” 

**‘Confound the woman! I shall never get 
the figure done. Do you know of anyone else, 
Jaggs?” 

“No, sir; and I'm afraid that you won’t after 
all be satisfied with her.” 


“Ah, well, you needn’t wait. Seen Mr. 
Pacey lately?” 

“Yes, sir. Looks very ill, he do. 
morning, sir.” 

**Good morning.” 


‘* Beg pardon, sir; but my missus ——” 

* There, there, I don’t want to hear a lone 
string of your inventions, Jaggs. How much 
do you want?” 

Oo, thankye, sir. 
let me have five shillings on account. 
ye, sir. You are a gentleman.” 

The Emperor departed, winking to himself 
as if he had something on his mind ; and Dale 
threw down brushes and palette, sat back with 
his hands clasped behind his head, gazing at 
the blank place in his great canvas, till by 
slow degrees it was filled, and in all her ma- 
jestic, angry beauty, Juno stood there with her 
attendants shrinking and looking on while she 
seemed to be flashing at her lord lightnings 
more terrible than those he held in his hand. 

The face, the wondrous figure in all its glow 
of mature womanhood were there, and then 
the eyes seemed to turn upon Dale a look of 
love and appeal to him to look upon her piteous 
state, vowed to love and honor such a man as 
that. 

Armstrong shuddered and wrenched his eyes 
away, wondering at the power of his vivid 
imagination which had conjured up before 
him the Contessa in all the pride of her wo- 
manly beauty; and strive how he might to 
think of her only in connection with his pic- 
ture, as he felt that he could produce her 
exactly there, and make the groupa triumph 
of his work, he knew that his thoughts were 
of another cast, and in spite of all this woman 
had inspired him with a passion that enthralled 
his very being. 

He started up, for the maid entered with a 
letter, and he fancied that she seemed to read 
his thoughts, as he took it and threw it care- 
lessly on the table. 

He did not look at the address, There was 
the Conte's florid crest face upward, and it lay 
there ready to be burned as soon as he left his 
seat, for the matches were over the fireless 
grate. 

Keren-Happuch had reached the door. 

“*’Tain't scented up like some on ’em,” she 
said to herself ; and then she turned to look 
wistfully at the artist, whose eyes were fixed 
upon vacancy, for he was reading the letter in 
imagination. He knew every word of sorrow- 
ful reproach it would contain, for the letters 
were little varied. She would tell him of her 
solitary state ; beg him to reconsider his de- 
cision, and ask him whether, in spite of the 
world and its laws, it was not a man’s duty to 
take compassion upon the woman who loved 
him with allher heart. Yes; he could read it 
all, 

** Must get away,” he said to himself. ‘' Why 
not go back home, and seek for safety behind 
the armor of her innocency? My poor darling, 
I want to be true to you, but I am sorely 
tempted now. It cannot be love; only a vile, 
dagrading passion from which I must flee, for 
I am—heaven knows, how weak.” 

** Ain't yer well, sir?” said Keren-Happuch, 
in commiserating tones, 

He started, not knowiag that the girl was 
there, 
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“Well? Oh, yes, Miranda, quite well.” 

** No, you ain’t, sir, I know ; and it ain’t be- 
cause you smokes too much, ner comes home 
all tipsy like some artisses does, for I never let 
you in when you wasn’t just what you are now, 
the nicest gent we ever had here.” 

“ Why, you wicked little flatterer, what does 
this mean ?” said Dale merrily. 

‘*No, sir, and that won’t do,” said she girl. 
**T’m little, but I'm precious old, and I've seen 
and knows adeal. You ain’t well, sir!” 

‘Nonsense, girl! I’m quite well. There, 
run away.” 

“No, sir, there ain’t no need ; she’s out. 
There's no one at home but me and puss. I 
can talk to you to-day without her knowing 
and shouting afterme. She ‘ates me talking 
to the lodgers. I know you ain’t well.” 

** What rubbish, my girl! I'm well enough.” 

‘Oh, no; you ain’t, sir, I don’t mean poorly, 
and wants physic, but ill with wherritin’, same 
as I feels sometimes when I gets it extry from 
missus, I know what's the matter ; you've got 
what Mr. Branton had when he spent six 
months over his 'cademy picture as was lovely, 
and they sent it back. He said it was the 
blues, That’s what you've got, because you 
can’t get on with yours, which is too lovely 
to be sent back. I know what a bother 
you've had to get a model for the middle there, 
and it worries you.” 

‘Well, yes, Miranda, my girl, I'l! confess it 
does,” 

“I kno wed it,” she cried, clapping her hands; 
“and just because you're bothered none of the 
gents don’t seem to come and see you now. 
Mr. Leerondee ain’t been, and Mr. Pacey don’t 
seem to come anigh you. Sometimes I feel 
glad, because he teases me so, and allus says 
things I don't understand. But I don't mind ; 
I wish he'd come now and cheer you up.” 

**Oh, Lehaii be all right, Mirandy, my little 
lassie, as soon——” 

“Yes, that you will, sir, because you must 
It is lovely.” 

“Think 89?” said Dale, who felt amused by 





* Armstrong Dale wi'l throw you over.” 


the poor, thin, smu ‘ty little object's interest in 
his welfare. 

“Think so! On, there ain’t no thinking 
about it. I heared Mr. Pacey tell Mr. Leeron- 
dee that it was the best thing he ever see o’ 
yours. Ido want you to get it done, sir. It 
seems such a pity for that big bit in the middie 
not to be painted.” 

* Yes, girl, but it must wait.” 

‘“*Mr. Dale, sir, you won’c think anything, 
will you?” 

“Eh? What aboat?” 

"Cause of what I'm going to say, sir,” she 
said basbfully. ‘*I do want you to get that 
picture well hung, sir, and make your fortune 
and get to be a R.A.” 

““Thank you. What were you going to say?” 

**Oaly, sir, as I wouldn’t for anyone else; no, 
not if it was for the Prince o’ Wales, or the 
Dook o' Edinburgh hisself, but I would for 
you.” 

**T don’t understand you,” said Dale, wo ader- 
ing at the girl’s manner. 

‘I meant, sir, as so»ner—3ooner—than you 
shouldn't get that picture done and painted 
proper I'd come and stand for that there figure 
myself,” 

Dale wanted to burst out laughing at the 
idea of the poor, ill-nurtured, grubby little crea- 
ture becoming his model for the mature, grace- 
ful Juno; but there was so much genuine 
desire to help him so much naive innocency 
in the poor little drudge’s words that he con- 
tained himself, and before he could think of 
how to refuse without hurting her feelings 
there was a resonant double knock and ring at 
the front door. 

‘Why, if it ain't the postman agais,” cried 
the girl. ** He was here just now. I kaow it’s 
one o’ them mail letters, as they calls 'em, from 
abroad.” 

Keren-Happuch was right, for she came 
panting up directly with a thin paper envelope 
in her hand, branded ‘‘ Boston, U.S, A.” 

** For you, sir,” she said; and she looked at 
him wistfully, as in an emotional way he 
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snatched the letter from her hand and pressed 
it to his lips. 

“‘Salvation!” he muttered, as he turned 
away to go to the inner room. ‘God bless 
you, darling! You are with me once again. I 
never wanted you worse.” 

“It’s from his sweetheart over acrost the 
seas,” said Keren-Happuch, as she spread her 
dirty apron on the balustrade so as not to soil 
the mahogany with her hand as she leaned 
upon it to godown, sadly. ‘‘ And he’s in love, 
too; that’s what’s the matter with him, Pass, 
puss, puss!” 

There was a soft mew and a dirty white cat 
trotted up to meet her, and leaped up to climb 
to her thin shoulders, and then rub its head 
affectionately against her head, to the dis- 
arrangement of her dirty cap. 

‘“*Ah! don’c stick your claws through my 
thin clothes,— Yes,” she mused, ‘he’s in love. 
Wonder what people feel like who are in love, 
and whether anybody ’illever loveme. Don’t 
suppose they ever will; I’m such a poor look- 
ing sort o’ thing. But it don’t matter. You 
like me, don’t you, puss? And them as isin 
love don’t seem to be very happy after all.” 





CHAPTER IX, 
THE MODEL, 

Armstrong Dale did not hear the door close. 
Picture—the Contessa — everything was for- 
gotten, and for the time he was back in Boston. 
For he had thrown himself into a chair, and 
torn open the envelope. But he could not rest 
like that. He wanted room, and he came back 
to bagin striding about his studio, reading as 
he walked, 

But it did not seem to him like reading, for 
the words he scanned took life and light ana 
tone as he grasped the pure, sweet, trusting 
words of the writer, breathing her intense love 
for the man to whom she had plighted her 
troth. And as in imagination he listened to 
the sweet breathings of her affection, and 
reveled in her homely prattle about those he 
knew, and her hopeful talk of the future when 
he would have grown famous and returned 
home to the honors which would be showered 
upon him by his pecple—to the welcome for 
him in that one true throbbing heart, his own 
throbbed, too, heavily, and his eyes grew moist 
and dim. 

**God bless you, darling!” he cried passion- 
ately ; “you have saved ms when I was totter- 
ing on the brink and ready to fall. The touch 
of your dear hand has drawn me back when all 
was over, asI thought. I will keep faith with 
you, Cornel. Forgive me, love! Heaven help 
me; how could I be so mad!” 

There was a brightness directly after in his 
eyes, as he carefully bestowed the letter in his 
pocket-book and placed it in his breast. 

** And they say the day of miracles is past, 
and that there is no magic in the world,” he 
cried proudly. ‘* Poor fools! They don't know. 
Lie there, little talisman. You are only a 
scrap of paper stained with ink, but you are a 
charm of the strongest magic. Bah! It was 
all a passing madness, and I have won. What 
a silly, weak, morbid state I wa; in,” he con- 
tinued, as he stood in front of his picture and 
snatched up palette and brushes. ‘‘ Why, 
Cornel, darling, you have burned up all the 
clouds with the bright sun of your dear love. 
And I can finish you now, my good old daub. 
Jupiter can easily have that hang-dog, coward- 
ly, found-out look imported into his phiz. I 
feel as if I can see, and do it now. The nymphs 
are as good as anything I have done I don't 
always satisfy myself, but the background is 
jolly. I've got so much light and sunshine 
into it, such a dreamy, golden atmosphere 
effect, that it brightens the whole thing, and 
what a nuisance it is that old Turner ever 
lived! If he had never been born my back- 
ground would have been grand. Asit is—well, 
it’s only an imitation. No, no; come, old 
fellow, say a good bit of work by an honest 
student of old Turner's style. Yes,” he con 
tinued, drawing back, ‘I think it will do. 
Even dear old Joe praised that; he said it 
wasn’t so bad. Poor old chap! I wisn we 
were friends again. And as for my Juno, I 
think Ican manage her. Montesquieu shall 
come—esquieu—askew—no, not askew ; I'll get 
herintoa noble, dignified position somehow. 
I hope she has a good figure. While her face 
—why, Cornel, my darling, it shall be yours,” 

He paused to stand thoughtfully bafore the 
great canvas drawn out upon its easel into the 
best light cast down from the sky panes above, 
and let his mahlstick rest upon the picture 
just above the blank, paint-stained portion left 
for the principal figure. 

“Queer way of working,” he said, with a 
laugh, ‘‘flaishing the surroundings before put- 
ting in the mainospring of my theme. That's 
hardly fair, though, for I painted my Juno first 
—ah! how many times, and rubbed her out. 
Never mind; she must come strong now to 
s‘and out in front of these figures. She must 
—she shall.” 

He stood there motionless for a few minutes, 
and then, quite eazerly : 

“Why not?” he said, ‘‘Too soft, sweet and 
gentle-looking? Cornel, darling, it shall be an 
expiation of a fault, and some day in the future 
you shall stand before it and gaze 
in your owa true face as [I have painted you— 
made grand, crushing, majestic, full of scorn 
and contempt, as it would have been had you 
stood face to faca with me, awaking to the 
fact that I was utterly lost, unworthy of your 
love. Lcan—I will—jpaint that face, and that 
day, darling, when you turn to me with those 
questioning eyes, and tell m2 you could not 
have looked like this, you shall know the 
truth.” 

The iaspiration was there, and with wonder- 
ful skill and rapidity he began to sketch in the 
face glowing bafore him in his imagination. 
No model could have given him the power to 
paint in so swiftly those lineamants, which 
began to live upon the caavas as the hours 
weatoa. For he was lost to everything but 
the task bafore him, and he grew flushed and 
excited as the noble, frowning brow threat- 
ened, and then by a few deft touches those 
wonderful liquid eyes began to blaza with pas 
sionate scorn, Tae ruddy, beautifully carved 
lips were parted, revealiag the glistening teeth; 
and at las:, how loug after he could not tell, he 
shrank away from the cinvas to gaz: at the 
features he had limred, trembliag, awe- 
stricken, knowing that his work was masterly, 
bat asking himself whether the painting was 
his, or some occult spiritual deed of which he 





















had been the mere animal mechanism, worked 
by the powers of evil to blast him for ever. 

His lips were parched, his tongue and throat 
felt dry with the fever which burned within 
him as he stood trying to gather the courage 
to seize aclothand wipe out the face that gazed 
at him and made him shrink in his despair. @y 

He dragged his eyes from the canvas, and 
looked wildly round the great studio, where all 
was silent as the grave. The bright light had 
passed away, and he knew that it must bse 
about sunset, for all was cold and gray save 
the shadows in the corners of the room, and 
they were black. Everything was growing 
dim and misty save the face upon his canvas, 
and that stood out with its scornful, flerce 
anger, though, through it all, so wonderful had 
been the inspiration beneath whose influence 
he had worked, there was an intense look of 
passionate love and forgiveness; the eyes, 
while scornfully condemning and upbraiding, 
seemed to say, “I love you still, for you are 
and always will be mine.” 

**Cornel!” he groaned. ‘‘ Heaven help me! 
and I have fought so hard. Ah!” he cried, 
with a sigh of relief, for there were hurried 
footsteps on the stairs, and the fancied dim- 
ness of the studio seemed to pass away as 
little, meagre Keren-Happuch gave one sharp 
tap on the door and then ran in, to stop short, 
looking wonderingly at the artist’s ghastly, 
troubled face, 

““Oh, Mr. Dale, sir, you do work too hard,’ 
she cried reproachfully. Then, in an eager 
whisper, “It’s all right, sir. The model's 
come. I told her she was too late for to-day, 
but she said she'd see you all the same,” 

‘* Where is she?” said Armstrong in a voice 
which startled him, it sounded so strange. 

“In the ’all, sir. I made her wait while I 
come to know if you'd see her. She's got ona 
thick wail, but sech a figger, sir. She'll do.” 

‘*Send her up,” said Dale, ‘‘ but tell her I 
cannot be trifled with like this.” 

‘* Yes, sir. I'll tell her you're in a horful rage 
*cause she didn’t come this morning.” 

Dale hardly heard the words, but turned 
away as the girl left the room, to stand gazing 
at the face which had so magically sprung from 
the end of his brush, and he still stood gazing 
dreamily at the canvas when the door was 
once more opened, there was the rustle of a 
dress, and Keren-Happuch’s voice was heard 
saying snappishly : 

‘* There's Mr. Dale.” 

Then the door was shut, and, muttering 
‘*Stuck up, orty minx,” the girl went down to 
her own region. 

Dale did not stir, but still stood gazing at 
the canvas, fascinated by his work. But his 
lips moved, and he spoke half angrily, but ina 
weary voice. 

*T had given you up, Miss Montesquieu. I 
want you for this figure, but if you cannot keep 
faith with me—yes,” he said, as his visitor 
stepped toward him, drawing off her veil— 
“for this.” 

He turned sharply then, as if influenced in 
some unaccountable way, ard started back in 
horror and despair. 

** Valentina!” 


‘**Armstrong!” came in a low, passionate 





moan, as she flung herself upon his breast— | 


* at last, at last!” 
Tne palette and brushes dropp2d from his 
hands—he was but a man—and she uttered a 


low sigh of content as his arms closed round | 
her soft, yielding form, and his lips joined hers | 


in a long, passionate, clinging kiss. 

Then reason mastered once more, and he 
thrust her from him. 

* No, no,” he gasped; ‘“‘for God's sake, go! 
Why have you come?” 

**A cold welcome,” she said, smiling. “ I 
come to beg that you will grant his prayer.” 

* IT do not understand you.” 

“My husband wrote begging you to recon- 
sider your determination, and come to finish my 
portrait.” 


“Impossible. He did not write.” 


She pointed to the unopened letter lying | 


upon a table, with the florid crest plainly show- 
ing. 
‘I had not opened it,” he said. ‘‘ I thought 

“That it was from me. Howcruel men can 
be. He.asks you to come back.” 

‘* At your persuasion,” cried Dale fiercely. 

** Yes, at my persuasion, and you will come, 
You must—you shall.” She clung closer to 
him. ‘‘ Armstrong,” she whispered, ** I cannot 
live without you. You have drawn me to you; 
I could bear it no longer,” and she held to him 
oace more in spite of his repellent hands. 

‘It is madness—your husband—your—your 
title—your fair fame as a woman,” 

* Empty words to me now,” she said,ina 
low, thrilling whisper. ‘“‘I could not stay. 
You are my world—everything to me now.” 

** Woman, I tell you again, this is madness— 
your husband ?” 

** With Lady Grayson, I believe. What does 
it matter? I am here—with you. Armstrong, 
am Ito go on my knees to you ?§I will—you 
have humbled me so. Why are you so cruel 
when you love me too?” 

** |—love you—no !” 

She laughed softly as, in spite of his shrink- 
ing, her arms enfolded him once more, and her 
words came in a low, sweet murmur to his ear. 

“Yes; you love me—as wildly and passionately 
as Llove you. I knew it—I could feel it, though 


” 








Look,” 


you would not answer my appeals. 
she whispered, ‘it is asI felt ; you are always 


I am everin your thoughts. 
But am I as beautiful as that? Yes; to you. 
But look from the picture to my eyes. They 
could not gaze so fiercely and scornfully as 
that. Now, tell me that you do not love me, 
and I was not in your thoughts.” 

She pointed to the features, glowing—almost 
speaking, from the canvas—her faithful por- 
trait, fullof the angry majesty he had sought 
to convey. 

Alas! poor Cornel. 
hera, 

Armstrong groaned. 

**Heaven help me!” he muttered. 
fate?” 

His hands repulsed her no longer, and he 
stood holding herat arm's length, gazing into 
the eyes which fascinated, lost to everything 
but her influence over him, till with a hasty 
gesture, full of anger, she shrank away and 
sought her veil from the floor. 

‘**Someone!” she whispered fiercely, for 
there was a step upon the stair. 

‘The Conte,” cried Dale, startled at the in 
terruption, 

‘“*Hide me, quick! That room,” cried the 
Contessa, and she took a step toward it as she 
veiled her face. ‘‘ No,” she cried, turning 
proudly, and resisting an inclination to step 
behind the great canvas close to which she 
stood, ‘“‘let him see me. His faithlessness 
has divorced us, and given me to the man I 
love. You will protect me. Kill him if you 
wish. Iam not afraid.” 

This in a hasty whisper as the steps came 
nearer, and Valentina’s eyes glistened through 
her veil as she saw the artist draw himself up 
and take a step forward to meet the intruder. 

* Better that it should be so at once,’ she 
whispered. ‘* Let him come.” 

The door was thrown quickly open as she 
spoke, 


thinking of me. 


Not a lineament was 
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(To be Continued.) 
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Then, once again he put a latch-key to a | event would undoubtedly direct the attention 
front door. This time, he found no one | of the proper authorities to my deserving case. 
expecting him. The wide hall lighted with | I have, however, two strong objections to this 
Moorish lanterns, spread with costly Per-| course. Inthe first place, I am confident that 
sian rugs, was quiet and deserted. He | my skin wouldn't hold enough whisky, and in 
ran quickly up the stairs toa dressing-room | the second, the wrong authorities might get 
and began to throw off his business suit. An | hold of my case and might not understand the 
evening coat was spread on the bed, vest and | treatment required. However, youth is hope- 
trowsers hung‘on a chair, a dress shirt, with | ful and the enthusiastic H—— says he will not 
studs inserted, was folded on a bureau, every- | despair of the matter so long as the birds sing, 
thing was to his hand in this luxurious house, | the face of nature smiles benignantly wreathed 
but not a sound nora voice greeted him. He | in flowers, and the distilleries continue to run 
rang the bell and a smart manservant appeared. | over time, but persists in his design of some 

































note like a little man, and said no The Missionary. 
more about it, Then he made a 
bee-line for *the nearest barber’ shop. 
Shorn of his beautiful ginger-white locks, he 
came forth no longer a poet, but a man of the 
world in which he lived and moved and had 
his being—also experience. He is now taking 
a course in penmanship, business forms and 
commercial law, and would like to see the 
sucker that can get ahead of him again. 
WILutiAM T, JAMEs, 
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For Saturday Night. 
Beneath the burning sun on India’s plains 
The terror-stricken groupe of natives lay, 
Grim want and fever thinned their dusky ranks, 
And scorching breezes blew the livelong day. 
































































































| SATURDAY NIGHT ie a sixteen-page, handsomely illus- 
tif trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. 
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The Temple gode were kiseed and bathed in tears, 
The shrieks of children mingled with the flood ; 
A ourse seemed fallen on the land of sun, 
Though altars dripped with sacrficial blood. 















Subscriptions will be received on the following terms: 
But lo! a soothing hand on fevered brow, 


Recalls the wandering mind to skilful aid ; 











The Fateful Examination 



















chia te stbehagrcenavels ‘Is my wife gone out?” day dressing me up with these three articles of | | — Then burning eyes returned their meaning thanks, 
Delivered in Toronto, 50c per arnum extra. ‘Yessir. You were to meet mistress at the | spring millinery, and then, as he expresses it, HEN days grow hot and sticky And trembling lips their homely tributes paid. 
Advertising rates u:ade knuwn on application at the busi- | opera.” “engineering ” me for a ‘‘ song and dance.” and nights are short and dark, With strength from Him who holds the sea in hand 
ness office. “So! get my light shoes. Is Mr, Frankin?” | About one o'clock in the afternoon we began the fateful examination rears And love for those who walk in darkened way, 
“ Yessir, just come in. Lying down, sir.” by mutual consent to feel a vulgar craving for its horrid head and hangs like a The noble girl from our beloved land, ’ 







nightmare over the land, ren- 
dering the mind of the unfortunate student in- 
capable of joy. Vague information concerning 
examiners more fierce and insatiable than any 
‘| before them, are circulated, together with 
royal roads to learning along which 
many feeble feet have passed to the glory 
of a successful candidate. Then the smiling 
villain rises who never studies—oh, no! he 
never studies. You hate that student, for long 
since you have given up thinking in order that 
you might study instead. You hope that he 
will fail. But he won’t, for he shares the night 
vigils along with the neighbor's tom-cat and 


THE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING CO. (Liuirsp), Proprietors 
ENS Her Heavenly Master serves from day to day. 


** Ah!” there was a volume of exasperation | rhubarb pie ‘‘and sich,” and decided to move 
in that little word. Lying down meant incap- | into town and patronize our home industries 
able of sitting up, and the tall man knewit. | to the extent of a meal. With this object in 
He was quickly dressed. With a deep frown | view, H proceeded to adjust the bit in 
upon his forehead, and an ugly twist to his | Dobbin’s mouth, Now, this remarkable ani- 
lip, he went rapidly along the corridor to a | mal’s mouth was peculiarly designed, for when 
room where a lowered light was burning. He | anyone offered him anything good to eat it 
turned the light on full, A young man of | immediately split open nearly to his eyes, but 
twenty lay across a silken-covered bed, his | when you reached for it with the bit it instan- 
dainty boots on, his hat on the floor, his face | taneously crawled out of sight. Although 
crimson and his breath heavy with fumes of | H———had become somewhat accustomed to 
brandy. The tall man swore hoarsely, then | this hey! presto! business and was fully 
turned down the light and left the room, He | aware that there was a mouth concealed some- 
met at the door a radiant, stately woman. where south of the beast’s collar, he was too 





And we who know her work in that dark land 
Should aid by constant prayer and words of cheer, 
Till heathen gode are dashed to earth in scorn, 
And minas, long darkened, see with love and fear. 
B. Kgiiy. 
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«Saturday Night’? Out of Town. 






Are you going to the mountains, the sea- 
shore or to Muskoka this summer ? Wher- 
ever you go you can have your favorite 
paper. SATURDAY NIGHT is mailed to any 
address in Canada or United States for 20c. 
a month; to foreign addresses 25c. a 
month. 







Adrift 


For Saturday Night. i 
Cool, starlit even, wave-song lullaby’d ! 
Wind-ws fted, wandering bar que ! 
Cool, starlit even, when the day has died, 
‘Tis sweet to drift, wrapt in thy June robes dark ; 
To feel thy breath a life-inspiring balm ; 












































6 Two Scenes. “What brought you back?” he said, shut- | much of a disciple of the renowned Bob Inger- | knows just when the morning papers come. Bo yield ourselves to thy care-bealing calm. 
siadeons ting her out. soll to take anything on trust. After chasing | There is also the mighty genius who is as pale : 
and pasty asa poultice and answers his ad- Toil’s hours are done, day's gnawing strife is o’er, 


‘*Merely to spare myself the infliction of | all the wrinkles in sight into their respective 
another act of that wretched play. You will | lairs and flattening them out without dis- 
accompany me to the reception ?” covering teeth, he became somewhat im- 

“Certainly. Shall we go at once ?” patient. The brilliant idea struck him to 

‘Just as you like. I must be there for half | twist one of the brute’s ears so as to make him 


(Drawn from Life ) 

HE hum of the city, that mar- 
velous animal, mineral and 
human chorus, was sounding 
its loudest. The day of toil 


Nepenthe scatters slumber o'er the world, 
Like cradle croons the long-swelle le p the shore ; 
Our shallop reste, her tired wings encurled, 
Starshine above dimples the Jake with stars, 
Dream-wrapt we drift where naught our solace mars. 


mirers’ prods about how many hours he got in 
yesterday with a sickly smile. He also will 
go up in the day of battle unless he dies first, 
but examiners never give the hundred per 




























was over for many, and they | an hour, Have you been waiting long?” The | grunt, in which case he proposed to catch on | cent. he is striving for. The harder the paper : t. Gene. 
hurried home to their rest. | polite icy tones were like death to the/|to the location of the longed-for opening by the younger the examiner. Young men al- i 
Some rest at six, some at seven, | soul of the tall man. He stepped aside and let | the sound. Whether H—— twisted too hard | W8y8 know more than old ones, Here also Epithalamium 
some at midnight; for some | her pass him. As she did so, their eyes met, | or whether Dobbin imagined that he was | Willbe found the naturally lazy candidate who cae 

TO MR. AND MRS. W H. BIGGAR, JUNE 7, 1893 























































has been spurred to frenzied activity by the 
offer of a trip to Chicago, a gold watch ora 
wife. The pious endeavors of the engaged 
young man whose hopes circle round an 
early happy date have been known to melt 
an experienced examiner to tears. Now is the 
day also of the candidate who lacks the indis- 
pensable thing—brains, He is attended by an 
anxious impecunious person who daily flounders 
deeper in the morass of his pupil’s indescribable 
mentality. But it cannot be bought with 
money—brains—it loves to dwell with the poor 
and needy, it cannot be compelled by a gold 
watch, nor by a trip to Chicago, not even by a 
wife. The examiner, however, has admiration 
only for his own brains, As long ashe exhibits 
his own it is all one to him who passes or 
whether anyone passes at all. So,kind people, 
pity the poor student, especially the student 
who has no brains, PENNY. 


going to put the bit carefully into his ear, 
must remain a matter of conjecture. Anyhow, 
the result was sufficiently startling. Dobbin 
instantly exploded with all tour feet in about 
sixteen different directions, and when the 
dust cleared from the scene of action he had 
also cleared, making about one hundred yards 
in two jumps, with the cart, a good second, 
skipping merrily behind. 

The view now became kaleidoscopic in the 
extreme; things were badly mixed. I seemed to 
be able to make out about four horses and three 
carts, but H—— earnestly assures me that it was 
just the other way and that there were only 
three horses and four carts. This is a matter 
which has given rise to much unprofitable dis- 
cussion since and seems to be as far from a 
satisfactory settlement as ever. However, the 
monotony of the Sabbath calm was effectually 
broken, and I may observe that we discovered 
later that blame near everything else connect- 
ed with the outfit was broken also. The very 
bees ceased their humming and the poultry in 
the trees their song. 

The closing scene with H—— sitting mourn- 
fully on Dobbin’s head while I gathered the 
chips of the buggy out of the reach of his 
frenzied heels, was affecting in the extreme, 
and was aggravated by the remark of a red- 
headed, freckled, ginger-whiskered son of a 
gander of a farm hand, who turned up at the 
funeral : ‘‘ Eh, lads, but ye shouldna go drivin’ 
on the Sawbath !” 

To which we promptly retorted —— -—- —— 

G.J.A. 


his still full of disgust at the plight of the 
son of the home, the heir to his wealth; she 
misinterpreted the cold dislike, and looked 
her defiant contempt back. He did not even 
notice the steely flash of her hard glance, he 
was nursing his wrath. Together they went 
down the broad stairway, across the hall, out 
into the dark night ; behind them shame and 
disgrace, before them flattery and adulation. 
No memory of the little woman and the loving 
children softened the tall man’s eyes and heart 
as he rode beside his elegant wife to a semi- 
royal reception. He did not bring their mem- 
ory into his present company. She was his 
wife, the grudging mother of one weak, in- 
dulgent and dissipated son, the figure at the 
head of his table, the woman whom he had 
sworn to love and cherish, the bride over 
whom Holy Church had prayed, the figure on 
which his diamonds flashed and his velvet 
bloomed. And the little woman? What can 
she be? And the sweet, loving children, who 
are they? Ah, that question is too deep for 
me, I cannot follow its leadings. But had I 
my choice, and Mother Church to boot, I know 
I-dare not choose to be the lady wife, and I 
think it is rather a good thing that in the 
Resurrection there is neither marrying nor 
giving in marriage ! G. E. D. 


day is rest and night is toil. A man stood at 
his cftice desk thinking ; he was desperately 
weary with mental exhaustion, which craved 
, 8octhing, and sympathy, and repose, but not 
solitude. He turned after a moment's hesita- 
tion to the telephone and rang the bell, got his 
number and said shortly: ‘‘ Is my wife at home? 
Yes, I wish to speak to her. Ask her to come 
to the ‘phone.” Then, after a moment's wait- 
ing, “I just wanted to say I shall be detained 
late by business and dine down town. About 
the reception : I could be ready at ten o'clock. 
Will that suit you?” One moment and he 
rang off, and with‘a quick glance about left the 
cftice. A hansom cab was loitering down the 
street, a by-street between two business ways. 
‘* Drive me to street, No. 9,” said the 
weary man, and sank heavily into a corner, as 
far back as possible. Ashe put his latch-key 
into the key-hole of No. 9, the door was quietly 
opened and a small, smiling woman stood 
within. He asked, as she took his hat, and 
gloves and cane, “* Didn’t look for me to-night, 
did you, Mary? Were you just going out ” 

‘“*T have just come in, dear; dinner is ready 
and [am glad you came. Would you like to 
rest? We needn’t have dinner for half an 
hour.” 

They went into the small, cool, pretty par- 
lor, his arm round her shoulders, where 
she had drawn it. He, tall and large, 
rested on the little woman. A_ wide, 
old-fashioned lounge stood beside the win- 
dow; she guided him to it and laid him 
down, then drawing a low chair beside him, 
she mesmerically stroked his forehead. 

‘* What a magnetic touch you have, Mary!” 
he said, after a long silence. ‘My headache 
is gone, I am starving!” The small woman 
rang the bell and without turning her head 
said in German, ‘‘ We will have dinner now, 
please, Tilda!” 

The German girl returned in five minutes 
and muttered ‘‘ Abend-essen,” and held open 
the door until they passed through. 

‘* Do you always expect me, Mary?” said the 
big man, as he quickly noted the dainty meal, 
the fresh flowers, the tete a-tete table. 

‘* Yes, dear,” said the little woman, with an 
upward glance. 

** My little woman,” he murmured, and held 
her close to his side. A quick, grateful smile 
from her and one little word, ‘‘ Thanks.” 

‘* How are the youngsters?” he asked, as he 
stretched himself out after a hearty meal, 
eaten almost in silence. 

‘*Tilda, bring the children,” said the little 
woman, speaking as she always did to her 
German woman in the language of the Father- 
land. A merry rush, a pause, a glad cry 

** Father—oh, how fine!” and a boy of eight 
and a little girlof four danced up to the large 
man and crawled over his legs and twined 
their arms round him with dewy kisses and 
words of love, The tall man’s eyes brightened, 
as they cooed their little news—how Jack was 
head of his class, and Jen had begun her atten 










For Saturday Night. 
Set the bells singing, all the silver belle, 
Ye peach-cheeked nymphr, arise 
Tn your white glory, ‘mid the pealing ewelle 
And echoes «f the skies. 










Then to the tune of timbrel ard of oat 
A merry measure dance— i 

Too, satyrs, horned, but with melodious throat 
Intone your marriage chante ! 




















Let blushing loves career and sing around— 
A quickened red rosette— 

And carol wildly with a wistful sound 
To flute and flageolet. 











Then, from the haunt of midge and dewy things 
Bring roses white as milk, 

And etrew them where the moon in welcome flings 
Ite path of paly silk. 




















ener pen per ers rere er oe erremnern mrp g 





So let the dream be odorous, and strong 
With happiest harmony ; 

With bells felicitous and magic song 
When they go wedded by ! 

































































She Got There. 


It was the hour of sunset in the United 
States of America. In front of a picturesque 
log cabin situated in the State of Tennessee 
two people sat on a log, one on either end. 

They were male and female, both young and 
tender. Neither had ever loved before. He 
owned a coon dog and a mule, and she could 
read, write and cipher. 

*““Jen,” he said, breaking a long silence. 

** Yes, Tom.” 

** Any ’skeeters hit yo’ yit?” 

** Heaps.” 

The sun disappeared behind the Raccoon 
Hills, and twilight fell. Insensibly the gal 
heaved a long, quivering, tremulous, trembling 
sigh. Insensibly the man hitched toward her 
on the log. 

‘Jen, s’posin’?” he queried, as he looked 
straight into the gathering darkness. 

‘*S'posin’ what, Tom ?” she answered, as she 
thumped the life out of a mosquito which was 
trying to carry her off bodily. 

But he stuck there, while the darkness grew 
deeper, and the old man Shepard trotted by on 
his mule, and an ow! in the swamp gave utter- 
ance to his lonely cry. Her heart was beating 
wildly, but a gal critter must wait for a man 
critter to ask her. Insensibly they hitched in 
unison toward the center of the log. 

‘Jen, s’posin’ yo’r pop was eat up by a b’ar?” 

“Fea.” 

“And yer mam was to get the breakbone 
fever and die?” 

“Fou,” 

He got stuck again. He picked up a chip 
with his naked toes and worked it about ina 
nervous manner, while the owl whooped it up 
for the next five minutes for all there was in it. 
She could hear his heart flip-flopping, and he 
knew she was red back to her shoulder blades. 
Insensibly they drew together. 

‘“‘And s’posin’ yo’r bruther Jim should git 
snake bit and expire?” he continued, as he 
dropped his voice toa whisper. 


Jos. Navin Doynnw 











Thou Hast Been My Bride a Year. 










Yor Saturday Night. 


Steals, methinks, from joy bells bounding, 
Meaeur’d music sweetly sounding, 
Through my bosom throbbing where, 
Rapture shaken, 
Mem’ries waken: 
Thou hast been my bride a year. 
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Ye Shouldna Drive on the Sawbath. 


Y friend H—— and I were over at 
the Island last Saturday after- 
noon to get a breath of fresh 
air. Coming home he asked me 
somewhat abruptly if I were 

going to church next morning, This is a ques- 
tion the answer to which, for various reasons, 
always requires, at least in my case, serious 
consideration before I commit myself to a 
position from which I cannot conveniently 
retreat. However, on this occasion I fortunately 
remembered in time that my Sunday “ cawn’t 
go without ’ems, don’t you know” were 
too much bagged at the knees to withstand 
the full glare of the morning sun on the most 
fashionable day of the week, as Sunday is in 
Toronto. SoI answered with a fair degree of 
promptitude that I was afraid he would be 
debarred of my company at the kirk the next 
morning. 

‘* That's all right, old chap,” sayshe. ** You’re 
& man after my own heart; we'll go for a 
drive.” 

The rather doubtful compliment conveyed in 
the former part of his speech somewhat took 
me aback, but the latter proposition was 
measurably nearer my size and style, and after 
adecent amount of sanctimonious kicking I 
finally bit, just as he was going to withdraw 
the offer. 

About 11.10 next morning he turned up 
with a smart little village cart harnessed 
to a somewhat skittish-looking specimen 
of the pony persuasion, which seemed 
to my inexperience to be loaded up with rather. 







































































Summer skies shed June above me, 
Showing forth how much I love thee— 
Blue, test true and deep, test dear ! 
What, skies glowing, 
Find both growing ? 
Thou hast been my bride a year. 













Nipped in the Bud—and Elsewhere. 






















































OUNG Reginald Fitzsimmons 
(alias Joseph Tompkins. Esq., 
when billed by his tailor) was a 
budding poet, notwithstanding 
the earnest efforts he and his 
friends put forth to convince the 
world that he had long since been in full 
bloom. Although he stood high in the social 
scale, and had enough wealth to defray the 
cost of successive editions of his ‘* poetic 
works’ without stooping to the sordid con. 
sideration of profit and loss, he never got. and 
never would get, beyond the budding stage. 
Nature, while endowing him with the brains 
to write verse, withheld the ‘divine afflatus,” 
which we are told is an essential ingredient to 
the make-up of a poet. Thus he was nipped in 
the bud. Moreover, he was nipped on many 
other occasions and in divers places, but 
principally in the region of his pocket-book. 
He cultivated a wild, far-away look and 
neglected to train his ginger-white locks in the 
way they should grow. Scorning citizen- 
ship, he became a Bohemian, nor did 
he fail in imitating the idiosyncrasies of a 
would-be genius. He allied himself as a boon 
companion to a set of waifs and strays who, 
having mistaken their calling in life, left the 
bencb, the counter and the desk to woo each 


All’s deep, all's blue, all’s dear, all’s true, 
Sweet, eweet the blossom, bright its hue ; 
God is good, His buds are fair; 
How they open, / 
Heart unbroken. ' 
Thou hast been my bride a year. 
Eanest E. Leion. 

















Co-Educatioa. 





When we were children, dearest friend of mine, 
(Do you remember how the bell, at nine, 

Rang out ite summone, how our tardy feet 
Lagged, all unwillingly, along the street ’) 

We to the schoolhouee dally took our way, 

And carried our books, submissive to the eway 
Of pedagogic majesty ; ‘tie odd 

How great ie emaliness, wedded to a rod ! 

How ead the taeks, I well remember yet, 

How hard to learn, how easy to forget. , 
You were the brightest maiden in the school, t 
While I—I often sat upon a stool 

Decked with a paper hat for all to see, 

Then, when all jeered, you did not laugh at me. 
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Those days have fled and, with the passing years, a 
(So full of sunshine gleaming through the tears) 
We, both, no doubt, have found that, out of school, 
One still may learn or still may act the fool. 

You, my sweet friend, the teacher are to day, 

And I submissively admit your sway, 

To your tuition every sense is bent ; 































dance at kindergarten, how lovely it was, how | More than the ordinary proportion of ginger. | his muse, who did but jilt them. To these he “Yes, Tom.” 

the teacher called her a born mischief, and | I suggested mildly that the noble beast had a | or his pocket-book was, as it were, a planet, of| ‘Aad the cabin should burn down?” ee read ae ever more intent 

was that very bad? bad eye (I consider myself rather knowing in | which they were the satellites. Illuminated “Fon” Then ween I ‘amet Gane ee a ) 
#, instead cf eyes. H 







and warmed by his golden lustre, how could 
they but reflect his glory? 

One day another planet, also in impecunious 
circumstances, was added to his satellites and, 


‘* W-what would you do then?” 

** Reckon I'd go over to yo'’r house.” 
** What fur?’ 

“To ax yor mam if—if—” 


the matter of wicked optics). He, however, 
pooh-poohed the suggestion and attributed the 
wink with which Dobbin had just favored me 
to a recent fall in the price of oats. Re-assured 


The process, too, is but the purest joy— 
(I hated lessons when I was a boy). 

I've learned full well and easily, and yet 
Try as I may, I never can forget. 


‘* Here are tickets for the matinee—a box— 
you said you liked a box when you took the 
children, Mary—and here is a purse for Jack 











and another for Jen,and a dollar in each 
purse. I wonder how those dollars got in| by this explanation, I got into the rig and | fora time, revolved daily about the source of The owl stopped his consarned hooting tc —Walter Buell in Detroit Free Press. 
there?” said the big man, in a facetious tone, | Seated myself comfortably, being considerably | his attraction. Every revolution diminished | listen, and Tom worked his toes under a root —chseiecaielie cei ie 

assisted in this manceuvre by a playful jerk of | the distance between these two, until they | and queried : Shakespeare. 


and was promptly smothered with hugs and 
kisses, He glowed with pride as he held 
off first one and then the other of the little 
ones, and looked at uhem. ‘* They are growing 
fast, Mary,” he sighed. ‘‘I remarked the 
difference after even a fortnight.” 

The little woman sat looking on with shining 





**Toax my mam if what ?” 

** Yo’ won't be mad, Tom ?” 

** Reckon not.” 

** And yo’ won't git up 'n run away?” 

“* oe.” 

“Then I'd go over to yo'r house to ax yo'r 
mam if—if she reckoned I was old nuff to git 


seemed to the naked eye as one. They were 
really very near and dear to each other, in both 
senses of the word dear. They read and re- 
vised each other's verses, and both paid their 
board from the same fund. They exchanged 
photographs, also autographs, both of which 
they mutually prized—for thirty days. 


Dobbin’s. 

We trotted gaily off in the direction of Well’s 
Hili, and when we got to the plateau just back 
of that elevation, finding it rather warm we 
decided to get out and sit down in the shade 
for awhile. There was a beautiful stretch of 
grass there, so we thought it only fair to Dob- 


When men grow weary of good g'fte and true, 
Rapt poet's speech, prophetic sense of right, 
When eager eyes shall shun morn’s rosy light 

Then, master mind, to thy great world adieu | 

But long as stars are golden in their gleam, 
Red roses sweet to lovers in fair June, 
And song and lute rejoice with pleasant tu ne, 































eyes. 00 w A pe ar as te: to hearte that ac 
Presently a clock struck nine. ‘So late!” | bin to give him achance too, so we loosened t the expiration of that period, Tompkins, or | married |” Shall we delight to dr y player's dream ! 
he said quickly. ‘I must be moving. I have | his bridle and anchoring him with the weight, | rather Fitzsimmons, for this was strictly a} His arm stole around that gal, and her head eee eee —* 
Welcome as rest to travelers faint and ead, 


fell upon his shoulder. Bhe owl hooted and 
the ’skeeters bit, but they heard nothing but 
the whispers of love—felt nothing but that 
sense of happiness which comes to calves that 
bite each other's ears for the first time.—New 
York Sun, 


literary transaction, got a notification from a 
The situation suited all of us down to the | local bank to the effect that a note for three 

ground, for H——-— isa young man with dis- | hundred and fifty dollars had matured, which 

tinctly agricultural leanings and never feels so | he was requested to pay forthwith. 

much at home anywhere as when in the midst At first he repudiated the note as a forgery ; 
“You are quite rested?” she said happily, of a cow pasture, with a horse fly or two on the | but when he was confronted by his own 

as they stood at the hall door. back of his neck. As for myself, poetry is one | scrawly autograph below the copper-plate chiro- 
‘You always see to that!” he said grate- | Of the constituent elements of my being, but is, | graphy of his whilom bosom friend—writing 


sat down for a quiet smoke. 
Crystal as waters of high mountain lake, 


Thy word remains a epell to make us glad ; 
Supreme its eweep of midnight arching grace, 
Where all the astronomy of souls we trace | 


an appointment at ten.” 

The little woman sent the children away, 
protesting and throwing back kisses and loving 
words. She was meek but her breast swelled 
with pride as she watched him look at them. 

Beneficent as summer sunlight falls, 
Or showers that wash the heart of April skies ; 
Divine as love of spirits pure and wise, 
Thy word the pictured centuries recails 3 














Financial Bliss, 



















fully. “ You are a walking embodiment of | fortunately for my relations, not soluble in | which he himself had declared to be incompat- : 
onal 1!” And with a quick caress and a laugh ink. B——- insists that the only thing which | ible with more than a modicum of genius—he ce eee ee peek oreniy Ore Pasrnenng - ee poe re apo daa ; 
he opened the door and was gone ! would fetch it is whisky, and says that if I | marveled greatly. It took him several mo-/| fyen when you kiss me you purse soar en Ite will sustains with manhood’s mighty force, 
° . . ‘ . . would only for once indulge freely | ments to recover himself and his breath, and to Se ae Like strength of tides that up proud Thames may roll! 
; A cab drove quickly to one of the stone | before taking a stroll amid the bheau- | apprehend how much he had misjudged the oe There ma jesties cf life are seen eo clear, 
ms palaces on a fashionable boulevarde atthe other | ties of nature, the result would be/| author of that little note in the matter of A Secret. The varied acts of love and hate ; the woe 
Pe ae end of the city. Out of itstepped the tall man,|a pastoral poem of such as sympathe.| genius. Not having the opportunity for an| Kingley—That’s an elegant writing-desk, old | ©! ® VY, vice; the cruelty of fear; 


What men at worst and best may be and know ; 
We read It all as students read their lore, 
As priests their sacred booke, and so adore | 
William Brunton in Waverley. 


at twenty minutes to ten. He handed the | tically maudlin tenor as would coagulate the | immediate apology and the demand for the ne ;@ present from my wife, 


driver his fare, and an extra quarter, for the | blood and elevate the morals of even the most | settlement of the note being somewhat impera- Kingley — What's it like inside ? 
man’s horse was steaming and open-nostrilled, | prosaic of jackasses or pumpkins, and in any | tive, he did the next best thing—he paid the Bingo—I don't know, She has the key. 
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17, 1893 June 17, 1893 TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 9 
cee , ———— Si iTitie, 
je Between You and Me. all. Each made for the oven, about which a| withdrawn attention from the travelers that, 
; tad rapidly increasing mob was grouped. Excite- | restraint removed, they walked away all un- 
plains . UST about this time of year one be- ment was in the air, and the fairies with one | knowing of the newest turn of events, and 

ives lay, comes, will he, nil he, more than consent joined hands and flew over to the | filled with tumultuous thoughts of home. 

sosty inne, ecunily..coaversent...with one's place. Here they hovered in the air and over- Through the woods limped the queen, heavily 
slanttier. nclahbes's .citaive, Moving, for looked the scene. A few yards from the oven | carrying the cannibal monarch, who held the 
stood two white men, who were, alas, none| wreath of sprites in his hands and chuckled 


§ instance, lets one behind the par- 






ae lor sola, where the {ttle miller other than our joyous and hopeful travelers. greedily. Now, doubtless the shortsighted 
~~ ; moth bas found an unsuspected It was too evident that the designs were to| reader wonders that, being possessed of 
Aon hasbor for her deutreying progeny, consign the white men toa death the most | supernatural gifts, these fairies did not 
and proclaims the want of varnish on the four- terrible to contemplate, but that its execution at once vanish from the scene. Cer- 

brow, poster, and generally trampete abroad every would be delayed was equally certain, the | tainly, they were able to do so, and at first 
Iful aid ; stain, and scratch, and shortcoming of the fur- occasion demanding the utmost skill and care, | thought it isa suggestion that commends itself. 
eee.” oliads as it moves past in motley disarray on and the service being deplorably inadequate. | But there was something greater in their 
é From time to time cries arose for the chief | hearts, what American critics call a “far-reach- 


the sea in hand, 


¥ strife is o’er, 


One’s belongings never do one 
Then, those spectacular dis- 


the portly van. 
credit in transit. 


self—all these come to you at this time of 
year, and reveal the ways of your neighbors. 





















printed article from his 
It was even- 





4h (| / own pen. 



















argument, was an incident so internally con- 
nected with the doings of that far-away tem- 


cook, who apparently had not yet made his 
appearance. The confusion was also increased 


royal party only increased the uproar, public 


ing” thought, and it had in it an element of 
poetic justice, very agreeable to the fairy 


to the effects of a prolonged fast, a thing to 


-crmaabien plays on the wire clothes-lines in the back : 
, yard, the faded streaks on the spring overcoat, f by the almost momentary arrival of panting | temperament. In pursuance of this idea they 
view the jage and rents in the best parlor curtains, y messenger-boys, who rushed breathlessly into | suffered themselves to be confined in the royal 
dark land the disreputable left-overs from the past sea- V hated tt a a oo — the eg = — gerne each oer pera one of their num- 
words of cheer, <= ‘ ‘ ‘ sould come, or know the reason why, an r was withdrawn and served up to the king. 
h in scor, dacueaee pode = Aoray Brn aero A Tale in Which Many Forces Meet. demanding that a posse of his subjects go and | In the course of twelve days all had been 
Hh love and fear. were hitherto unsuspected. The open win- —$—$ —$—$___ fetch him forthwith. These commands were | eaten, with the result that the king, whose 
? B. Kagiy. dows tale-vear, too. What sentences some- By ©. A. FRASER. re-inforced by messages from the queen like- pampered constitution was not fitted for trifling, 
times waft through in angry tones! ‘Just wise, to the effect that she could not carry the | succumbed and expired—from starvation! This 
take that, then!” Spank, spank! ‘ Now, you N EDITOR sat); manner well calculated to keep its memory king alone, and positively would attend the] is a fact, notwithstanding the finding of the 
march to bed—no crying, mind, or I’ll come to in his dingy den | green. The wonderful manner in whick | Prospective picnic, and they all knew what the | coroner’s jury, who declared that he died from 
a1 you!” and sundry smothered snorts and sobs, and regarded, | actors and things, widely separated in kind | Consequences of leaving his Majesty alone at | heart failure aggravated by the court physician. 
and an exasperated sigh from over-tired mother- outspread before | as well as in space, yet influence and are in- | home would be, The messengers, whilst they The matter readily explains itself when we 
died, hood, Or, if you are striving after peace and him, a new and | fluenced by one another, has too often been re- | #trived in haste, generally sat around and | remember the universally accepted theory that 
ne robes dark ; “quietness, the shriek and yell of the small boy, crisp issue of his paper, | marked to need comment here. Suffice it to | rested on their arrival, and added to the noise } fairies are not a real or material fact; that they 
me as he gambolsin company with a lacrosse stick in whose columns was a| say, the presentation of the Evening Journal | nd turmoil. All this produced much confu- | are, in short, moonshine. On such a diet no 
g calm. 4 and seventeen others, more vocal than him- lengthy and beautifully | containing that startling and unanswerable | Sion, and at last the simultaneous arrival, from | human being can live, and therefore as stated, 
opposite points, of the chief cook and the | the monarch of this coral isle succumbed really 


sure the wicked one smiles as he notes how the 











) world - 5 : 
’ j o ing, and the light of the | pest that the editor and the cyclone might be | Sentiment seeming to waver between loyalty | which he had never been accustomed, even in 
ae” ; an tae oe; ae ae, ee to (We setting sun streamed in | truly said to play into each other’s hands. and a keener interest in the functionary who moderation. 
ih stars, stance, late arrivals in the neighborhood bring at the window and fur-{ For the first result of reading that article | bore a book and a rolling-pin. National etiquette obliged the mourning 
ur solace mars. a reed organ into action. If there is anything | ished him with a halo. He wiped his fore- | was that the travelers laid in a double portion Order was only restored by the vigorous | populace to quit that particular island, which 
ae calculated to engender profanity in the heart | head, and his expression was one of content, of tobacco, and forthwith proceeded to smoke | action of the chief cook, who evidently knew | was thus entirely given over to the defunct 
7 of a properly constructed mortal, it is the reed | and not merely the inevitable content with | it late and early, untii each man became, | that mob, and began to read in stentorian | king’s ghost. Here it was popularly supposed 
organ, played at eventide in June. Next to which one looks upon an accomplished task, | chemically speaking, a saturation. For as the tones 8 recipe from the volume in his hands, ; to gambol in solitude, a belief which, however, 
ee 7, 1893 the bag-pipes (with apologies to the Kilties), for this editor was a good man, and his smile | grave man said, ‘‘It is the only way to thor- First catch your white man, and ascertain | did not accord with reports that sometimes 
SE 7, 189° give mes reed organ, such as still lingers in had for foundation a sense of desert, for be oughly test his theory.” ar - 
some humble homes, for aggravated torture had written that which he believed to be true, Never do things by halves,” said the youth, 
7 long drawn out. The worst of the reed organ and he meant it to silence fellow-men who had | and both puffed through the live-long day, on 
ng ewelle ; is that it generally gets its work in on the argued with him, and he meant it to be an- the deck of the white-winged vessel that bore i 
5 Sabbath, when one should really be entitled to swered rane eee his eee ee peste a the intervening billows to the South- 
"3 si d n and widen, un e seemed to . . 
Oat Soul ae gree at one's tine WE bet ene, and tom atin Ve on a pink canvas, and this smile | The cyclone was one which had gone mad, v 


dious throat 


reed organ can undo the benefits secured by 
the most inspired sermons and the most de- 
As to the unconscious tableaux 











might soon have marred the beauty of the pic- 
ture formed by the editor and the sunset, had 
not a knock at the door interrupted his reverie 


and strayed far out of its course, quite outside 
the belt of storms, and rushed about the world 
spreading devastation and ruin in the most un- 











: vout ers. ‘ 
—— : aiuaaranaa the June evening discloses to the | #24 arrested his scattering features. os places. It entered a sunny valley ' f 
sd t amused neighbor or the passer-by—when the In answer to his ‘‘ Come in,” the door opened aanis Saieaan den tod anar Gaen oe : \ f . 

' gas is lit and the closing of the blinds is some- | to admit two men who were evidently gotten neg Sauar’ coc z 

| how forgotten, let me forbear to particularize. | up for travel, for their raiment was of check, thes , & lovely vale tenanted only by a band o 
| dewy things ; . and they wore knickerbockers, and one wore a airies. Now, I hope that no one here y 

f exclaims ‘‘ Nonsense!” I hope it for his own sake 

i 


welcome flinge 


rong 


There is a little hymn which had great power 
at certain revival meetings years ago, one line 
of which enquired, ‘‘ Where is my wandering 









Glengarry cap; also curious flasks and knap- 
sacks were slung across their shoulders, and 
they bore weapons of warfare and defence. 
Moreover, they were of diverse sorts and con- 





entirely, for neither that nor a more forcible 
exclamation can in the least affect me because 
of an alibi at the time of utterance, while it 












































— - — d pcre ee eee ditions, as fellow-travelers should’be, and while will materially aftect the reader's own enjoy- 
, and fatHers and friends might vary the query d weighty person with | ™ent without really affording him any tangible 
J ings and ask, ‘‘ Where is my | C7® WS & grave and weighty P ta 
these June evening! ’ y bushy eyebrows, his companion was young to benefit. An attitude of unbelief, though ’ |) 
Navin Doyen girl wandering to-night?” Hundreds of young = Sethe aan om & edad Sass nada cheney noble, has its demerits, the benefits accruing , "Fs ' 
girls, some of the leisure class, some of the tnpeninn being so much of a negative character, and } 
. a Year. i working class, some who have need of the : Sis teenie the loss of present enjoyment being so sub- ae 5 
} hours from ten to midnight for the rest their The editor, who had frowned when : - stantial. Besides, why should a fairy be poob- th: a” 
} systems crave, are wandering about, late and | the knock, brightened exceedingly w 7 ° phooed in an age which discouress of the a 
punding, ; unheeded, sometimes with companions who oe visitors, and ~ — ek o microbe with affection and respect, and des- = AZ 
' are only silly, sometimes, alas, not so safely | t0 5's paper as one who w ’ ‘| cries graceful germs spreading their shady : Se , , 
mere, f chaperoned, and the bloom is brushed from the | portune ! s i. ag foliage in a dew-drop? Why scoff at an elf, : He read aloud from his Cookery Book, 
fair young life, and no one seems tocare. Little We are bound,” began the el on . bon while at the shrine of the profligate Amceba | before you waste fuel, whether or not he be ] reached other points in the archipelago” of 
— girls lolling on the arms of little boys, gawking | travelers, he of the mrny? gegen cee ; the lives and eyesight of scholars are sacri-| free from taint. If lucifer matches ‘be found | music softly sounded over the waters and 
| along the tree-shaded highways and byways, | Coral Isles, and wish you to not a o bie ficed? I prefer the fairy to the microbe and | in his pockets, he is to be regarded as unsound, | lovely forms flitting among the trees of the for- 
> hanging over gates and railings, late, late into | with such nen as you may deem wes" | find his acquaintance quite as easy to culti-| and examined more strictly, and if on such | saken islet. The public was once more wrong. 
ot i the night. Young women who must sit over | for the public weal. vate. scrutiny a pipe be revealed, he is to be cast | Their mistake arose from the unwarrant- 
: the machine and desk for hours to-morrow, ‘I will make a note of it,” said the editor ; Well, it happened that on this very evening | away as UNrit ror Foon !” able assumption: that the king had a 
t tramp, tramping about the streets with lan- | “in the meantime allow me to call your atten- | these fairies danced about a Maypole (this the 7 is w r by him of! ghost at all That h had not is 
: P, p u yp y Whilst this was being read by g . e 
uid footsteps and dreamy eyes, scarce heeding | tion to this article of mine, which, with its al- | gia every day in the year, it being with them al ravelers exchanged |; proved by the fact that the fairies continued 
i g I y day y gz the rolling-pin, the travele g Pp iy 
iene i the whispered inanities of the men who share | lusions to the simple and unspoiled inhabitants always May) and this cruel hurricane caught | glances of congratulation, and as the last | to inhabit that coral isle, which they would 
te hue ; their promenade, so over weary and dull are | of the lands to which you will go——” them from the earth and carried them on its | words were pronounced each drew from his} not have done had such an ugly tenant dis- 
? their brains. God knows I don't grudge them | “We are going,” interrupted the youth | dreadful wings far across the seas, Still hold- | pocket pipe and match, and proceeded to light | puted possession with them. Yes, there they 
' their pleasure, these young girls who wander | joyously and poetically, “to sniff the breezy | ing by one another’s hands, looking like a torn | up, A howl arose from the mob, whose mem: | lived, and it became truly an Island of En- 
' about our starlit city, but if [ were the mother | spices and face the coral insect in his dep, | wreath of sweet blossoms, they rushed at asperated and reckless, yelled ‘‘ Cheese | chantment, and a Garden of Delight. 
: , y bers, exasp' ,y ’ g 
: of any one of them I don’t believe she would | where shells and harmless plantains pay the | ysual cyclone speed through the air, over great | that!” ‘Great Scott!” and other unseemly! “But they were eaten!” objects a badly 
‘est E. Leicn. wander more than once. prices, the land of native, plain, unvarnished | waters and strange lands, twisting and turn- | heathen expressions. They were, all too] informed reader. Yes, they had, indeed,‘will- 
° men.” ing and doubling until their circumnavigation | evidently, determined to persevere with the | ingly submitted to a horrible experience, but 
A lot of us went out to Mimico last Saturday | “It is our intention tobring home with us as | of the globe was trebled in distance and weeks | picnic scheme, and shouts of ‘‘ Try some other | fairies are not mortal, and survive all mishaps. 
to see the new dining-hall for the boys of the | nea specimen of the coral insect as we can | had passed when at last they lighted on a| recipe,” and ‘Smother them in onions!” rose| It only remains to say that the travelers 
= pie, Victoria Industrial School. The little army of | C@Pture,” said the grave traveler gravely. coral isle. Here the cyclone, which had spent | on all sides, while some, presenting their | arrived home in safety, and that their vivid 
tees i one hundred and eighty boys never looked to ** Will it acclimatize ?” asked the editor. ringed and jeweled noses to the surfaces of the | recital of their own share in the adventure 
? j contented as they did on “That depends on its own disposition,” re- 22% + | travelers, inhaled long sniffs, only to ejaculate | here recorded gives force to the use of the 
t ?) me so jolly and so co y x ’ 
yay, i Saturday. A spirit of merriment and boyish- | Plied the grave man, “of which little oF noth- a —~"y SX | « Whew!” as they sprang back to bury their | newest argument against the use of tobacco. 
he eway ness which one seldom sees in such institu- | gis known. My belief is that when it finds { faces in their pocket handkerchiefs with un- | Strange to say, they remain smokers to this 
be tions twinkled in every bright eye. It made that it canaot return it will adept itself to cir- ” civilized expressions of confusion. The king | day. 
a! ? my heart swell to look over the ranks of little cumstances.” , seemed, likewise, unwilling to consider the — 
Fi chaps and realize that every one of them was| “Its passage,” said the youth, “will be paid flat of the cookery book as supreme. He Was All Right. 
5 ly one way.” All this had been watched from above by the , 
re getting a chance, and a pretty-good chance, to | ° be ‘ J E 
ai make his way in the world. In the Trades and ‘Our scheme,” continued the grave man, band of spirits with mingled emotions of viet c eeaems ec ceases marae, 
j Labor Building, the most practical little hive “has in view the establishment of an immense horror and sympathy. At this crisis they Win a eesinniaehe ane te ‘ee hiv Whe 
ib no mae. imaginable, were busy boys cutting leather, jewelry emporium which shall manufacture its looked into one another's soft, tlower-like faces, cea Us ky candle Whe qimned 0 
stitching uppers, shaping inner and outer soles own coral. It may succeed or it may, owing to and reading in gentle eyes a common intent, o patrolman came that way end col 
ing years, & and pegging away on the heavy shoes, until the caprice of the tanect, ond they swiftly descended and alighted on the ‘*T have had an eye on you for the last ten 
ne teare) from the hide on the table you could follow the | “In smoke,” cried the youth helpfully. ground before their dusky Majesties. minutes, sir! Lucky for you that you didn’t 
it of school, shoe to its completion, even to burnished heels | “‘ Which reminds me,” exclaimed the editor, “Great Cwsar's Ghost !” exclaimed the king. | | oy. a pers for it.” : 
leo! i and soles, In another room the little tailors | (9 haste, ‘“‘of the subject of this eae ‘* My Eyes!” cried the queen, in more femi- “What? That coat?” 
)-day, ; were stitching and pressing the well known | Which I wish to = your a Fa ° nine accents. * Yes, that coat.” 
' gray uniform with its scarlet bands, and very fact has been discovered that the See - ‘‘ Ki—y !” shouted the populace. “T haven’t been looking at the coat at all, 
; deftly and carefully they did it; there were baeeo te t0 the cheie 1c -ceprcaannradpreny a Ugh!—Uff! These remarks caused the white wen 98 Fak was watching for the woman to come to 
boys knitting and sturdy little laundrymen | t#nt of these Edenic isles, so repugnant that he , wonder, for the fairies, willingly visible to the | +. nex door to shake the table-cloth and hand 
: washing and ironing, and at last I found the will not eat a smoker takenaliveor dead. You, | its fierce strength, slunk into the caverns | cannibals, were unseen by those whom they | sent anes tran” 
bes { composing-room aihesia the weest little mite | ™y friends, who are not editors, pledged to | under the sea, and there it was heard sobbing | desired to save. This was their power—to be x a mighs ea the oeik wnat tobe 
aioe on oe six inches high and nine | Wa&e war against the seductive vegetable or | and moaning for many a day after. visible only when and to whom they would. oak tee wea? aking, 
, = = . 
years old, was perched upon a chair with a | Cease to draw your salary, cannot perhaps . It had flung them upon the fragrant boughs Each sprite now bent a knee, and the fore “Do you see this mug o’ mine?” asked the 
box, gravely picking | Preciate what this discovery means to me, In | of a native tree, and they lay there, so nearly | most spoke : : : : 
s superstructure of a soap + y Pp & ; - man, as he thrust it forward for inspection, 
| Free Presa. ¢ He looked such a doll of a boy, in his | ‘ts freshness and general stickingness, it is | spent with fright and hardships that it was “May it please your Perfumed Serenity, “You've had smallpox and had it bad.” 
oe of « gray shirt and short panties and simply immense, Asa deterrent it cannot fail | long before they could assist one another to | most Flowery Fireworks,” she said, ‘ to bid .} eth eaaiha? "aeara I get it? y ~ 
» ; d sh hat I lg | to get there every time, Consider now the | mend and smooth the delicate, silvery wings | these ill-favored and badly-smelling, bipeds to Bs ; | & a 
sturdy little stockings and shoes, that I cou hich ait tele be 1 promenadin’ through an alley in Buffalo five or 
itor. But one | Painful position in which a smoker finds him-| which were so frayed and drenched with the | depart, and accept in their places Ourselves, | *. 
scarcely believe he was a compos : six years ago. I sees a woolen shirt on a 
ue, “ ” which had been printed | 8¢/f, scorned, nay, loathed by these simple chil- | salt sea spray. who are free from all taint, and are lovelier b I 
ht, alance at his’ " copy, wine y dren of nature.” But one bright morning, when nature with | th ht else that ever your eyes have seen /” clothes-line, I lays low. I waits for the proper 
ight, in lead pencil by himself on » senna _— ‘We both ‘amoke ”" said the grave man | her wonted frivolity had 'to all a : men ae k drew and regarded them with moment and coppers the flannel. I goes into a 
u! assured me that he was writer, printer and coe , 8 ts Sila tae ae ae Susie aoe ane - oe . 8 barn and takes mine off and puts the other on. 
editor in one! This is what the mite had oo y ” anger 7 © island in its | the eye of a conno eee r ; Two weeks later I comes down with smallpox 
: “ Ba honest. in- It is a drawback that has its advantages,” | crisp freshness and beauty seemed newly sent | ‘I will make a pie,” he said thoughtfully. . . 
printed and was setting up: ’ a od ‘a and don’t git outer bed fur three months. 
une, dustrious and kind, and the Giant Hands will said the youth; ‘‘it tends, in the heathen | home from the laundry, they revived and looked “Pie be hanged!” roared the king. ‘‘ They When I dese I locke fa the place and den’s 
! a +e f the lett: world, to longevity.” about them. They were not long in discover- | have presented themselves to me, and are for . 7 ~ 
sure to help you!” Some of the letters were = ” : ” know meself, Feller who owned that shirt 
e, d the type set all A shamed and scorned existence,” said the | ing that earth holds nothing fairer than a] my private larder. : ; 
printed back before, but he had the type set a : “5 : had died of smallpox and his wife had hung it 
right, and the result was a very neatly bor- editor, ‘‘ would be a living death, coral isle. The tree which sheltered them was In vain the queen and the cook prostrated out toair. See the pint?” 
auak and ornamental card which our own “We certainly do smoke,” . repeated the | one of a grove which enclosed on three sides | themselves and represented to him the dangers “ But this tens a hire.” 
ace, office couldn't have bettered. He is very loyal, | 8T@ve man. an open plain that sloped to the sea. The | of over-eating. He had evidently been there, “ Reeks vou are, bub what's the difference 
1 so they told us, and always sets up the Queen's ** Yours be the task, then, to verify the fact | beach was strewn with signs of a recent wreck. | had experienced all that they could tell him, whether you're kicked by a hoes or @ male 
mae ce ska aaah of any list he decides to | before us,” said the editor, and he madea move | In the center of the plain a dreadful drama | and snapped his fingers at advice. ‘slong’s you're kicked? Seat Cumtek t 
make. He gave her the place of honor on | %% if to embrace them, but drew back on en- | was being enacted. A fire blazed and crackled **T will eat one a day ; there is only a bite on don’t want any mere. They may hang cet a : 
cies ; Ss . 8 he. 8 i . | countering the unmistakable perfume of the | fiercely around a huge oven built of adobes. | one,” he said. ; 7 & y 
aturday, and after selecting the Superinten : thing, from a crazy-work bed-quilt to an old 
dent, Mr. W. H. Howland, the foreman and tobacco plant. He gracefully covered his re- | Soft-eyed, seal-brown heathen, who simply He commanded that the willing and beauti- pair of sucpendere, but I don't abeord, Whes 
“Charlie R ab Printer ” he was polite | treat by presenting a copy of the evening | wore the atmosphere about them, issued from | ful sacrifice be straightway secured, and amid as alee ts Sihsien~nrovislons~sasbennaie 
ouheatn tn ante his ‘eaiesiinn with the every- | Paper, having first carefully marked the editor- | the surrounding wood on every hand, moving | the execrations of the infuriated mob this was Seot Why, back here o waye I rofeced se 
£08, B i, Gay ial which commented on the strangely sugyes- | with the grace and rapidity vainly aimed at by | done, the queen tearfully preparing to convey , 
, day cognomen of ADY GAY, accept of a pair of seashore shoes which were 
nay roll! tive distaste of the cannibal for the flavoring | the dress reform party in less favored lands. | him back to the palace and they finally left, as good as new, because they looked to me like Shes 
= which the depraved taste of civilized man calls | Some swung themselves lightly from the | unattended, and followed by shouts of *‘ Vive | pair worn by a chap who just died of typhoid F 
A New Kind, Indeed. soothing. And with this journal the travelers | summits of palm trees, which they had first | la Republique /" ‘‘Goldwin Smith!” and other | fever. No use wastin’ your valuable time on es 
Woman—Do you keep pansies, young man? | took farewell. taken the precaution to bend earthwards. | treasonable expressions, for the country was | me, for I’ve bin—— 
now ; Clerk (in flower store)—Yes, ma’am. Any Now, at the very time that this conversation | Many bore pots, cruet-stands, bottles of rare | in a state of anarchy and ripe for annexation to aan 2 Se eee A. BR A 


Waverley. 





particular kind ? 
Woman— Yes ;I am looking for some of 


those new Sancho pansies. 


was taking place, a cyclone was, in a very re- 
mote part of the earth, disporting itself in a 


pickles, serviette rings and other necessaries 
of existence, for dinner makes brothers of us 





anything. 
The popular excitement had so completely 


produced “vittles” and satisfied the officer 
that he was all right.—Detroit Free Press, 
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i lurid picture of the dark doings of two evil 
‘i — 


One dark and stormy night we were ona 
: voyage from B:rgen to Christiansand in a 
small sloop. Our captain suspected that he 
; had approached too near the Norwegian coast, 
ik though he could not discern any land, and the 
wind blew with such violence that we were in 
momentary dread of being driven upon a lee 
shore. We had endeavored for more than an 
hour to keep our vessel away, but our efforts 
proved unavailing, and we soon found that we 
could scarcely hold our own. A clouded sky, 
a hazy atmosphere, and irregular showers of 
sleety rain combined to deepen the obscurity 
of night, and nothing whatever was visible 
except the sparkling of the distant waves when 
their tops happened to break into a wreath of 
foam. The sea ran very high, and sometimes 
broke over the deck so furiously that the men 
were obliged to hold by the rigging, lest they 
should be carried away. Our captain was a 
person of timid and irresolute character, and 
the dangers that environed us made him 
gradually lose confidence in himself. He often 
gave orders and countermanded them in the 
same moment, all the while taking small 
quantities of ardent spirits at intervals. 
and intoxication soon stup2fied him completely, 
and the crew ceased to consult him, or to pay 
any respect to his authority, in so far as re- 
garded the management of the vessel. 

About midnight our mainsail was split, and 
shortly after we found that the sloop had 
sprung a leak. We had before shipped a good 
deal of water through the hatches, and the 


so great that we thought she would go down 
every moment. Our only chance of escape lay 
in our boat, which was immediately lowered. 
After we had all got on board of her, except 


mast, we called to him, requesting that he would 
follow us without delay. 


permission?” cried he, staggering forward. 
‘* This is not fit weather to go a-fishing. Come 
back—back with you all!” 

“No, no,” returned one of the crew; 
“we don’t want to be sent to the bottom 
for your obstinacy. Bear a hand there, 
o> we'll leave you behind.” 


Fear 


quantity that now entered from below was 


the captain, who stood leaning against the ; 


‘*How dare you quit the sloop without my | 


THE FLOATING BEACON. 


Published anonymously many years ago in Blackwood s Magazine, this powerful story gives a 





spiri's amid howling gales and stormy seas. 


uttered some exclamations but we could not 
distinguish what they were, and then a long- 
drawn shriek came across the ocean, which 
suddenly grew more furiously agitate® near 
the spot where the sloop lay, and in a few 
moments she sank down and a black wave 
formed itself out of the waters that had en- 
gulfed her, and swelled gloomily into a magni- 
tude greater than that of the surrounding 
billows. 

The seamen dropped their oars as if by one 
impulse, and looked expressively at each other 
without speaking a word. Awful forebodings 
of a fate similar to that of the captain appeared 
| to chill every heart and to repress the ehergy 
| that had hitherto excited us to make unremit- 

ting exertions for our common safety. While 

we were in this state of hopeless inaction, the 
man at the helm called out that he saw a light 
ahead. We all strained our eyes to discern it, 
but at the moment the boat was sinking down 
between two immense waves, one of which 
closed the prospect, and we remained in breath- 
less anxiety till a rising surge elevated us 

above the level of the surrounding ocean. A 
| light like a dazzling star then suddenly flashed 

upon our view, and joyful exclamations burst 

from every mouth. ‘ That,” cried one of the 
crew, ‘‘must be the floating beacon which our 
captain was looking out for this afternoon. If 
we can but gain it, we'll be safe enough yet.” 
| This intelligence cheered us all, and the men 
| began to ply the oars with redoubled vigor, 
| while I employed myself in baling out the 
water that sometimes rushed over the gun- 
wale of the boat when a sea struck her. 

An hour's hard rowing brought us so near 
the lighthouse that we almost ceased to appre- 
hend any further danger; but it was suddenly 
obscured from our view, and at the same time 
a confused roaring and dashing commenced at 
a little distance, and rapidly increased in loud- 
ness. Wesoon perceived a tremendous billow 
rolling toward us. Its top, part of which had 
already broken, overhung the base, as if unwill- 
ing to burst until we were within the reach of 
its violence. The man who steered the boat 
brought her head to the sea, but all to no pur- 
| pose, for the water rushed furiously over us, 
| and we were completely immersed. I felt the 














TORONTO SATURDAY 


‘Captain, you are drunk,” said another; | boat swept from under me, and was left strug- 
‘*you cannot take care of yourself. You must | gling and groping about in hopeless despera- 
obey us now.” | tion for something to catch hold of. When 

‘** Silence! mutinous villain!” answered the nearly exhausted, I received a severe blow on 
captain. ‘‘ Whatare youall afraid of? This is | the side from a small cask of water which the 
a fine breeze. Up mainsail, and steer her right | sea had forced against me. I immediately 
in the wind’s eye.” | twined my arms round it, and, after recover- 

The sea knocked the boat so violently and | ing myself a little, began to look for the boat 
constantly against the side of the sloop that we | and to call to my companions; but I could not 
feared the former would be injured or upset if | discover any vestige of them or of their vessel. 
we did not immediately row away; but, anx | However, I still had a faint hope that they 
ious as we were to preserve our lives, we | were in existence, and that the intervention of 
could not reconcile ourselves to the idea of | the billows concealed them from my view. I 
abandoning the captain, who grew more ob- | continued to shout as loud as possible, for the 
stinate the more we attempted to persuade him | sound of my own voice in some measure re- 
to accompany us. At length one of the crew | lieved me from the fzeling of awful and heart- 
leaped on board the sloop and having seized | chilling loneliness which my situation in- 
hold of him tried to drag him along by force, spired ; but not even an echo responded to my 
but he struggled resolutely, and soon freed | cries, and, convinced that my comrades had all 
himself from the grasp of the seaman, who | perished, I ceased looking for them and pushed 
immediately resumed his place amongst us and | toward the beacon in the best manner I could. 
urged that we should not any longer risk our A long series of fatiguing exertions brou zht 
lives for the sake of a drunkard and a madman. | me ciose to the side of the vessel which con- 
Most of the party deciared they were of the } tained it, and I called out loudly, in hopes that 
same opinion, and began to push off the boat, | those on board might hear me and come to my 
but I entreated them to make one effort more assistance; but no one app:saring I waited 
to induce their infatuated commander to | patiently till a wave raised me ona level with 
accompany us. At that moment he came up | the chains, and then caught hold of them and 
from the cabin, to which he had descended a | succeeded in getting on board. 
little time before, and we immediately per-| As I did not see any p2rson on deck, I went 
ceived that he was more under the influence of | forward to the skylight, and looked down. 


| 


ardent spirits than ever. He abused us all in | Two men were seated below at a table; and a 


the grossest terms, and threatened his crew 
with severe punish nent if they did not come 
on board and return to theirduty. His man 
ner was so violent that no one seemed willing 
to attempt to constrain him to come on board 
the boat, and after vainly representing the 


and rowed away. 

The sea ran so high, and had such a terrific 
appearance, that I almost wished myself in the 
sloop again. The crew plied the oars in silence, 
and we heard nothing but the hissing of the 
enormous billows as they gently rose up and 
slowly subsided again, withcut breaking. At 
intervals our boat was elevated far above the 
surface of the ocean, and remained for a 
few moments trembling upon the pinnacle 
of a surge, from which it would quietly 
descend into a guif so deep and awful that we 
often thought the dense black mass of waters 
which formed its sides were on the point of 
overarching us and bursting upon our heads. 
We glided with regular undulations from one 
billow to another, but every time we sank into 
the trough of the sea my heart died within me, 
for I felt as if we were going lower down than 

} we had ever done before, and clung instinctively 
to the board on which I sat. 

Notwithstanding my terrors I frequently 
looked toward the sloop. The fragments of 





yard and fluttered in the wind, enabled us to 
discern exactly where she lay, and showed by 
their motion that she pitched about in a terri 
ble manner. We occasionally heard the voice 


tones of frantic derision, and by turns vociferat 
ing curses and blasphemous oaths and singing | 
sea songs with a wild and frightful energy. I 
sometimes almost wished that the crew would | 
make another effort to save him, but next | 
moment the principle of self-preservation re- 
pressed all feelings of humanity, and I endeav- | 
ored, by closing my ears, to banish the idea of | 
his sufferings from my ‘mind, 

After a little time the shivering canvas dis- | 
appeared, and we heard a tumultuous roaring | 
and bursting of billows, and saw an unusual | 
sparkling of the sea about a quarter of a mile | 
from us. One of the sailors cried out that the | 
sloop was now on her beam-ends, and that the 
noise to which we listened was that of the 
waves breaking over her. We could some- | 
times perceive a large black mass heaving 
itself up irregularly among the flashing surges 
and then disappearing for a few moments, and 
knew but too well that it was the hull of the 
vease!, At intervals a shrill and agonized voice 


danger of his situation we bii him farewell | 


her mainsail, which remained attached to the | 


of her unfortunate commander calling to us in | 


lamp, which was susp2nded above them, being 
swung backward and forward by the rolling 
of the vessel, threw its light upon their faces 
alternately. One seemed agitated with 
passion, and the other surveyed him with a 
scornful look. They both talked very loudly 
and used threatening gestures, but the sea 
made so much noise that I could not distin- 
guish what was said. Aftera little time they 
started up and seemed to beon the point of 
closing and wrestling together, when a wo- 
man rushed through a small door and p-evented 
them. I beat upon deck with my feet at the 
same time, and the attention of the whole 
pirty was soon transferred to the noise. One 
of the men immediately came up the cabin 
stairs, but stopped short on seeing me, as if ir- 
resolute whether to advance or hasten below 
again. I app-oached him, and told my story 
in a few words, but, instead of making any 
rep y, he went down to the cabin and began to 
relate to the others wha’ he had seen. I soon 
followed him, and easily made my way into the 
apirtment where they ali were. They appeared 
to feel mingled sensations of fear and astonish- 
ment at my presence, and it was some time be- 
fore they entered into conversation with me or 
| afforded those comforts which I stood so much 
in need of, 

After I had refreshed myself with food, and 





| me as an intruder and unwelcome guest. The 
meal passed without almost any conversation, 
and I went upon deck whenever it was over. 
The tempest of the preceding night had in a 
great measure abated, but the sea still ran 
very high, and a black mist hovered over it, 
through which the Norwegian coast, lying at 
eleven miles’ distance, could be dimly seen. I 
looked in vain for some remains of the sloop 
or boat. Nota bird enlivened the heaving ex- 
panse of waters, and I turned, shuddering, 
from the dreary scene, and asked Morvalden, 
the youngest of the men, when he thought I 
had any chance of getting ashore. ‘‘Not very 
soon, I’m afraid,” returned he. ‘' We are 
visited once a month by people from jyonder 
land, who are appointed to bring us a ‘supply of 
provisions and other necessaries, They were 
here only six days ago, so you may count how 
long it will be before they return. Fishing- 
boats sometimes pass us during fine weather, 
but we won’t have much of that this moon at 
least.” 

No intelligence could have been more depres- 
sing to me.than this. The idea of spending 
perhaps three weeks in such a place was almost 
insupportable, and the more so as I could not 
hasten my deliverance by any exertions of my 
own, but would be obliged to remain, in a 
state of inactive suspense, till good fortune or 
the regular course of events afforded me the 
means of getting ashore. Neither Angerstoff 
nor Morvalden seemed to sympathize with my 
distress, or even to care that I should have it 
in my power to leave the vessel, except in so far 
as my departure would free them from the ex- 
pense of supporting me. They returned indis- 
tinct and repulsive answers to all the questions 
I asked, and appeared anxious to avoid having 
the least communication with me. During the 
greater part of the forenoon they employed 
themselves in trimming the lamps and cleaning 
the reflectors, but never conversed any. I easily 
perceived that a mutual animosity existed be- 
tween them, but was unable to discover the 
cause of it. Morvalden seemed to fear Anger. 
stoff, and at the same time to feel a deep re- 
sentment toward him, which he did not dare to 
express, Angerstoff apparently was aware of 
this, for he behaved to his companion with the 
fierceness of determined hate, and openly 
thwarted him in everything. 

Marietta, the female on board, was the wife 
of Morvalden. She remained} chiefly below 
decks, and attended to the domestic concerns 
of the vessel. She was rather good-looking, 
but so reserved and forbiiding in her manners 
that she formed no desirable acquisition to our 
party, already so heartless and unsoc‘able in 
its character. 

When night approached, after the lapse of a 
wearisome and monotonous day, I went on 
deck to see the beacon lighted, and continued 
walking backward and forward till a late hour. 
I watched the lantern as it swung from side to 
side and flashed upon different portions of the 
sea alternately, and sometimes fancied I saw 
men struggling among the billows that 
tumbled around, and at other times imagined 
I could discern the white sail of an approach- 
ing vessel. Human voices seemed to mingle 
with the noise of the bursting waves, and I 
often listened intently, almost in the expecta- 
tion of heariog articulate sounds. My mind 
grew sombre as the scene itself, and strange 
and fearful ideas obtruded themselves in rapid 
succession. It was dreadful to be chained in 
the middle of the deep—to be the continual 
sport of the quietless billows—to be shunned 
asafatal thing by those who traversed the 
solitary ocean. Though within sight of the 
shore, our situation was more dreary than if 
we had been sailing a thousand miles from it. 
We felt not the pleasure of moving forward, 
nor the hope of reaching port, nor the delights 
arising from favorable breezes and genial 
weather. When a billow drove us to one side, 
we were tossed back again by another; our im 
prisonment had no variety or definise termiaa- 
tion, and the calm and the tempest were alike 
uaointeresting to us. I felt as if my fate had 
already become linked with-that of those who 
were on board the vessel. My hopes of being 
again permitted to mingle with mankind died 
away, and I anticipated long years of gloora 
and despair in the company of these repulsive 
persons into whose haads fate had unexpected- 
ly consigned me, 

Angerstoff and Morvalden tended the 
beacon alternately during the night. The 
latter had the watch while I remained 
upon deck. His appearance and manner indi- 
cated much perturbation of mind, and he paced 
hurriedly from side to side, sometimes mutter- 
ing to himself, and sometimes stopping sud- 
denly to look through the skylight, as if anxi- 
ous to discover what was going on below. He 
would then gaz; intently upon the heavens, 
and next moment take out his watch and con- 
template the motions of its hands, I did not 
offer to disturb these reveries, and thought 


| myself altogether unobserved by him, till he 


suddenly advanced to the spot where I stood 
and said in alow whisper, ‘‘ There’s a villain 
below—a desperate viilain—this is true—he is 
capable of anything—and the woman is as bad 
as bim.” 
I asked him what proof he had of all this. 
“Oa, I know it,” returned he; ‘that 





been provided with a change of clothing, I 
| went upon deck and surveyed the singular 
asylum in which Providence had enabled me 
to take refuge from the fury of the storm. It 
| did not exceed thirty feet long, and was very 
strongly built, and comp'etely decked over, 
exceps at the entrance to the cabin. Ic hada 
thick mast at midships, with a large lantern, 
| containing several burners and reflectors, on 
the top of it; and this could be lowered and 
hoisted up again as often as required, by means 
of rop»s and pulleys. The ve.sel wa: firmly 
moored upon an extensivs sand-bank, the 
baacon being intended to warn seamen to 
avoid a part of the ocean where many lives 
and vessels had been lost in con 
sequence of the latter running aground. 
The accommodations below-decks were nar 
row and of an inferior description ; however, I 
gladly retired to the berth that was allotted me 
by my entertainers, and fatigue and the rock- 
ing of billows combined to lull me into a quiet 
and dreamless sleep. 

Next morning one of the men, whose name 
was Angerstoff, came to my bedside and called 
me to breakfast in a surly, imperious manner. 
The others looked col ily and distrustfully when 
I joined them, and I saw that they regarded 


wretch Angerstoff, whom I once thought my 
friend, has gained my wife's affections. She 
has been faithless to me—yes, she has, Taoey 
both wish I were out of the way. Perhaps 
they are now planning my _ destruction. 
What canI do? It is very terr.ble to be shut 
up in such narrow limits with those who hate 
me, and to have no means of escaping or de- 
fending myself from their infernal machioa- 
tions.” 

“Way do you not leave the beacon,” en- 
quired I, “and abandon your companion and 
guilty wife?” 

* Ah, that is impossible,” answered Morval. 
den; “if I went on shore I would forfeit my 
liberty. I live here that I may escape the ven- 
geance of the law, which [ once outraged for 
the sake of her who has now withdrawn her 
love from me. What ingratitude! Mine is 
indeed a terrible fate, but I must bearit. And 
shall I never again wander through the green 
fields and climb the rocks that encircle my 
native place? Are the weary dashings of the 
sea and the moanings of the wind to fill my 
ears continually, all the while telling me that 
I am an exile, a hopeless, despairing exile? 
But it woa't last long,” cried he, catching hold 
of my arm. ‘ They will murder me! I am 


NIGHT. 












defence; but I'll put a stop to the intimacy 


stantly! 


me from his violence?” 
presume to insult my mistress,” 
my face!” and struck him a severe blow, 


tion of returning it, but I got between them 
and prevented him. 
shed tears and applauded the generosity her 
paramour had evinced in sparing her husband, 
who immediately went upon deck, without 
speaking a word, and resumed his work. 


posed for a reconciliation, and they had no 
intercourse during the whole day, except 
angry and revengeful looks, 
served Marictta in deep consultation with 
Angerstoff, and easily perceived that the sub 
ject of debate had some relatiun to her injured 
husband, whose manner evinced much alarm 
and anxiety, although he endeavored to look 
calm and cheerful. 
pearance at meals, but spent all his time upon 
deck, 
passed him, he shrank back with an expression 
of dread, and intuitively, as it were, caught 
hold of a rope or any other object to which he 
could cling. The day proved a wretched and 
fearful one to me, for I momentarily expected 
that some terrible affray would occur on board, 
and that I would be implicated in it. 
upon the surrounding sea almost without 
interminsion, ardently hoping that some boat 
might approach near enough to afford me an 





sure of it—I never go to sleep without dream- 
ing that Angerstoff has pushed me overboard.’ 

‘* Your lonely situation and inactive life dis- 
pose you to give way to these chimeras,” said I. 
‘* You must endeavor to resist them. Perhaps 
things aren't so bad as you suppose.” 

* This is not a lonely situation,” replied Mor- 
valden, in a solemn tone, ‘Perhaps you 
will have proof of what I say before 
you leave us. Many vessels used} to be lost 
here, and a few are wrecked still; and the 
skeletons and corpses of those who have per- 
ished lie all over the sand-bank. Sometimes 
at midnight I have seen crowds of human 
figures moving bacxward and forward upon 
the surface of the oc2an, almost as far as the 
eye could reach. I neither knew who they 
were nor what they did there. When watch- 
ing the lantern alone I often hear a number of 
voices, as it were, under the waves; and I 
twice caught the very words they uttered, but 
I cannot repeat them—they dwell incessantly 
in my memory, but my tongue refuses to pro- 
nounce them or to explain to others what they 
meant.” 

**Do not let your senses be imposed upon by 
a distemp:2red imagination,” said I. ‘There is 
no reality in the things you have told me.” 

‘*Perhaps my mind occasionally wanders a 
little, for it has a heavy burden upon it,” re- 
turned Morvalden. ‘‘I have been guilty of a 
dreadful crime, Many that now lie in the 
deep below us might start up and accuse me 
of what Iam just going to reveal to you. One 
stormy night, shortly after I began to take 
charge of this beacon, while watching on deck 
I feil into a profound sleep. I know not how 
long it continued, but I was awakened by hor- 
rible shouts and cries. 1 started up, and in- 
stantly perceived that all the lamps in the 
lantern were extinguished. It was very dark, 
and the searaged furiously; but notwithstand- 
ing all this, I observed a ship aground on the 
bank, a little way from me, her sails fluttering 
in the wind and the waves breaking over her 
with violence. Half frantic with horror, I ran 
down tothe cabin fora taper and lighted the 
lamps as fast as possible. The lantern, when 
hoisted to the top of the mast, threw a vivid 
glare on the surrounding ocezan, and showed 
me the vessel disappearing among the billows. 
Hundreds of people lay gasping in the water 
near her. Men, women and children writhed 
together in agonizing strugzles and uttered 
soul-harrowing cries ; and their countenances, 
as they gradually stiffened under the hand of 
death, were all turned toward me with glassy 
stare, while the lurid expression of their glist- 
ening eyes upbraided me with having been the 
cause of their untimely end. Never shall I 
forget those looks. They haunt me wherever 
I am—asleep and awake—night and day. I 
have kept this tale of horror secret till now, 
and do not know if I shall ever have the cour- 
age to relate it again. The masts of the 
vessel projected above the surface of the 
sea for several months after she was 
lost, as if to keep me in_ recollec:ion 
of the night in which so many creatures per- 
ished in consequence of my neglect and care- 
lessness. Would to God I had no memory! 
The past and present are equally dreadful to 
me, and I dare not anticipate the future.” 

I felt a sort of superstitious dread steal over 
me while Morvalden related his story, and we 
continued walking the deck in silence till the 
period of his watch expired. I then went be- 
low and took refuge in my berth, though I was 
but little inclined to sleep. Tae gloomy ideas 
and dark forebodings expressed by Morvalden 
weighed heavily upon my mind, without my 
knowing why; and my situation, which had 
at first seemed only dreary and depressing, 
began to have something indefinitely terrible 
in its asp2ct. 

Next day, when Morvalden proceeded as 
usual to put the beacon in order, he called 
upon Angerstoff to come and assist him, which 
the latter peremptorily refused. Morvalden 
then went down to the cabin, where his com- 
panion was, and requested to know why his 
orders were not obeyed. 

‘Because I hate trouble,” replied Anger- 
stoff! 

‘“*T am master here,” said Morvalden, ‘‘and 
have been intrusted with the direction of 
everything. Do notattempt to trifle with me.” 

“Trifle with you!” exclaimed Angerstoff, 
looking contemptuously. ‘*No, no, I am no 
trier; and I advise you to walk ups'‘airs 
again, lest I prove this to your cost.” 

** Why, husband,” cried Marietta, ‘‘I b2lieve 
there are no bounds to your laziness. You 
make this young man toil from morning to 
night, and take advantage of his good nature 
in the most shameful manner.” 

* Peace, infamous woman !” said Morvalden. 
“I know very well why you stand upin his 





























































































that exists between you. Goto your room in- 
You are my wife and shall obey me.” 

‘*Is this usage to be borne?” exclaimed Ma- 
rietta. ‘‘ Willno one step forward to protect 










**Tasolent fellow!” cried Angerstoff, ‘‘ don’t 







‘* Mistress!" repeated Morvalden. ‘‘ Tnis to 







Angerstoff sprang forward with the inten- 







Marietta had begun to 










Neither of the two men seemed at all dis- 
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He did not make his ap- 








Whenever Angerstoff accidentally 
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A Centleman 


Who formerly resided in Connecticut, but . 
who now resides in Honolulu, writes: “For 
29 years past, my wife 
end Ihave used Ayer's 
















Hiair Vigor, and we 
attribute to it the dark 
hair which she and I 
now have, while hun- 
dreds of our acquaint- 
ances, ten or a dozen 
years younger than we, 


are either gray-headed, 
white, or bald. When 
asked how our hair has 
retained its color and 
j fullness, we reply, ‘By 
the use of Ayer’s Hair 
Vigor—nothing else.’ ” 

“In 1868, my affianced 
was nearly bald, and 
the hair 
kept fall- 
ing out 
every 
day. I 
induced 
her touse 
Ayer’s Hair Vigor, and very soon, it not 
only checked any further loss of hair, but 
produced an entirely new growth, which has 
remained luxuriant and glossy to this day. 
I can recommend this preparation to all in 
need of a genuine hair-restorer. It is all 
that it is claimed to be.”—Antonio Alarrun, 
Bastrop, Tex. 
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opportunity of quitting the horrid and danger- 
ous abode in which I was imprisoned. 
(Concluded next week.) 





A Man's “ Don’ts” for Women. 





Don't be sorry you’re a woman. The feeling 
does you no good, and it’s not generous to us. 

Don’t hate other women so. Think of the 
way you look at one another on the street. 
Don’t keep all your politeness for us. 

Don’t keep smoothing the wrinkles out of 
your waist. A few wrinkles will keep you 
from looking hideously smooth, like a fashion 
plate. 

Don’t get off a car with your back to the 

horses. Men get a great deal of fun out of 
your persistency in doing this. But you are 
not bound to amuse them. 
@Don't stand at the door of a street car and 
worry some man near at hand into giving you 
a seat when there are empty seats at the head 
of the car. You all do this, 

Don’t leave your handkerchief and pocket- 
book in your lap when you are riding in a 
street car. Some man will pick them up for 
you as you are passing out, but they will get 
muddy. 

Don’t wait until you get in froat of a ticket- 
office window before takinz out your pocket- 
book. The wives of the eight men who are 
patiently waiting the opportunity to buy 
tickets are wondering why they are so late at 
home.—Chicago 7 umes. 


‘* Why do you call your new cook Misery?” 
** Because she loves company.” 


-GREAM OF SCOTTISH SONG 


WITH WORDS AND MUSIC 
Seventy-one ofthe Best-—-in Book Form 
64pp. for 2 5 C@-send to Imrie & Graham, 
Church and Colborne Sts., Toronto, Can, 


a _ATKINSO N's 
Parisian Tooth Paste 


Whitens the TEETH and Sweetens 
the Breath 


The Most Agreeable Dentifrice in Use 


The Canada 
Sugar Refining Co. 


(Limited) MONTREAL 
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OF THE HIGHEST QUALITY AND PURITY 
Made by the Latest Processes, and Newest and Best Ma 
chinery, not surpassed anywhere. 

LUMP SUGAR 


In 60 and 100 Ib. boxes. 


‘*CROWN” Granulated 


Special Brand, the finest which can be made 


EXTRA GRANULATED 


Very Superior Quality. 


CREAM SUGARS 


(Not dried). 


YELLOW SUGARS 


Of all Grades and Standards. 


SYRUPS 


Of all Grades in Barrele and half Barrels 


SOLE MAKERS 


Of high clase Syrups in Ting, $ ibs. and 8 ib. ence 
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Her Enemy. 


War, to women, is always a fearful thing. 
As Iam about to tell you a story of war, as it 
reflected itself in a woman's life, I shall not say 
anything whatever concerning the cause of 
the conflict. It may have been just or unjust ; 
it may have been fought by Englishmen or 
Americans, on this or on foreign ground. All 
that I have todo with it is that it took Alma’s 
betrothed husband away from her; that one 
day, so near the bridal-day that was to have 
been that the wedding-dress had been made 
and the orange-blossoms fastened upon the 
wedding-bonnet, he clasped her in his arms 
and kissed her and wentaway. She heard the 
drum-roll and the bugle-blare, and knew that 
he possibly rode on toward his death. He had 
left her and the profession he loved and the 
home he hoped for, not that he “ loved them 
less,” but that he ‘loved honor more.” 

She had not been weak enough to beg him 
not to leave her, but she was weak enough to 
feel that she must die of it, now he had gone. 

She had been anxious that they should be 
married before he went; but he had denied 
himself the selfish pleasure. 

**T may be killed,” he said, ‘and you wouid 





. be a widow; or I may be maimed, and you 


must have your choice to have me or leave 
me. Iam too proud to bind you to what may 
be a pitiful burden. I love you too well not to 
leave you free.” 

In her quiet country home she waited. News 
of the battles came to her, and letters which 
comforted her as she read them, until reflec- 
tion told her that, received as they necessarily 
were many days after they were written, they 
were no assurance of his safety. 

Then came atime when no letters came, be- 
cause none could come, and an agony of terror 
past description. Then an awful paper which, 
after an appalling list of killed and wounded, 
bore these words : 

** Lieutenant Varley is missing, and it is feared is either 
dead or a prieoner.” 

Through what fearful trials women live— 
foreknowledge would 
be their death-blow! And in this uncon- 
tradicted statement was one bit of hope. 
A prisoner may be exchanged, may 
escape. She might see him yet. Surely 
had he been killed his body must have been 
recognized. Amidst the mass of dead and 
dying, often stripped of the clothing they 
wore as they lay helpless and insensible, it 
might very well have happened that even one 
so well known had been buried in a nameless 
grave, but Alma drove che thought from her, 
She waited hour after hour, day after day, 
listening to every step, watching the post- 
man on’his way up the long street, starting 
from her bed when some unusual clatter of 
horses’ hoofs or wheels troubled the silence of 
the night, waiting for him always. 

One night as she lay weeping on her pillow, 
pressing against her cheek the little locket that 
held the lock of hair which, for all she knew, 
was all that was left on earth of the man who 
was so dear to her, a carriage rolled up the 
street, slowly, as though it contained an in- 
valid, and stopped before the door. The 
one thought of her soul made her forgetful that 
even had Lieutenant Varley returned wounded 
he would scarcely have caused himself to be 
brought to her father’s home at midnight. As 
the door-bell rang she wrapped herself in 
dressing-gown and slippers and flew to open it. 
A physician she knew well stood there, grave 
and troubled. 

** Miss Lee, I need not tell you that only a 
very serious reason would cause me to disturb 
you at such an hour,” he said. ‘It is a mat- 
ter of life and death. I have in my chargea 
young soldier who is returning to his home, 
disabled for life by severe wounds, He was 
well enough to travel, but the exertion has re- 
opened a wound. We are far from any hospital, 
five miles from my own home, hundreds from 

hat of the sufferer. I feel assured that only 

astant care and utter repose can save the 

young fellow’s life. I knew your home was 

close at hand, and presumed upon your father's 

well known hospitality to seek shelter under 
roof for an enemy in distress.” 

*‘ There will be no need to ask. Papa will 
say yee,” at once said Alma, 

She crossed the hall and opened the door of 
the guest-chamber, situated on the first floor 
of the roomy, old-fashioned house. 

‘“‘Take him in there,” she said, lighting a 
lamp. ‘I will call my father.” 

It was not her lover, but she said to herself 
that even at that moment he might need kind- 
ness of his enemies; and she put upa silent 
prayer for him. 

An hour afterwards she sat beside the 
stranger's bed, his nurse. The doctor, worn 
out with five days and nights of watching, had 
retired. He had discovered that Alma was a 
good nurse. She had taken pains to become so 
of late, working much among the poor of her 
church. She had even had practice in wounds 
when one of a laborer’s large family had shot 
himself in the arm, andthe mother had been 
able to do nothing for the boy because of the 
new baby on her bosom. 

She understood what a close watch must be 
kept, what must be done. She would obey 
directions implicitly. The doctor trusted her 
and she was alone, And now the young man's 
dark eyes were open ; he looked at her and 
tried to speak; failed at first, then said faintly : 

“This is so good of you! I'm not sure 
but that it would be best for me to die, but 
my mother wants to see me; and I want 
to see her again; and there’s—somebody 
else—you women have such hearts—some- 
body who cares for me. I wrote to her that I 
felt as if there was very little of me left, and 
she wrote back that if my heart was left, she 
was satisfied ; and sol am glad you are help- 
ing to save me for them,” 

“I think you are in no danger now, if you 
will be cuite still,” said Alma, softly ; * but you 
must not——” 

‘But I must—a few words,” said the boy. 
“I know that if this wound breaks open again 
I'm gone. And I wanttotell you. It’s dread- 
fu. for you to hear about, but you know we've 
been fighting, killing each other. Three months 
ago there was a battle. the fiercest 
of all. We fought hand to hand. A dismount- 
ed officer struck at me with his sword, I 
struck at him, The luck was mine. He went 
down. It was all right in war, but he looked 

up at me with such a look that, enemy as he } 
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was, I couldn’t let the horse trample him to 
I took my 
flask from my pocket and put it to his lips. I 
saw I'd killed him and, God knows, I was 


death. I lifted him to one side, 


sorry. And he looked up at me and spoke : 

*** Do you love any woman ?’ he asked, 

‘** Yes,’ I said, ‘1 do.’ 

‘© Then dothis for me,’ he said. ‘ Take this 
locket from my neck and, if you live, send it to 
—to the lady whose name is on the letter in my 


pocket. Send letter and Iccket. We were to 
be married. Tell her my last thought was 
hers,’ 


‘He dropped over on his face then, and the 
bullets showered around me as I felt for the 
letter and the locket. I've got them here, in a 
little bag over my heart. Will you take charge 
of them and, if I die, do what I’d have done? 
I myself was wounded before the day was over. 
Unconscious for weeks, or I'd——” 

He paused for breath. 

Alma took the packet from his neck and left 
the bedside and sat down out of sight near the 
shaded lamp. She tore away the muslin, and 
locket and letter were before her. 

The locket was the one she had given Lieut- 
enant Varley on the day of their separation. 
The letter bore her own name upon the en- 
velope. 

She knew her lover’s fate «et last. 
upon the bed had killed him. 

For a little while grief had the mastery. 
Then a furious rage possessed her. Murder 
was in her heart. 

Could it be that she had helped bring back to 
life the wretch who had taken that of her be- 
trothed husband? She longed to strike him 
some deadly blow ; to strangle him; to kill 
him anyhow. 

Then she grew cooler, cold and hard as ice, 
with her strange, silent grief and horror. No ; 
she need not kill ; that was forbidden ; but she 
would not aid andcomfort. She would sit still 
where she was; she would not stir or move, 
That would be all-sufficient. He would die be- 
fore morning without her ministering. Half 
an hour's neglect wovld be enough to insure 
that. Save the life of this enemy? Send him 
back to hope and love when he had robbed her 
of both ? 

She lifted her eyes to heaven. They 
rested on the wall, where hung a copy of a 
mild and beautiful head of Jesus. A revulsion 
of feeling stirred her soul. Were these His 
counsels? She professed to be a Christian. 

“Edgar, my darling, we shall meet in 
heaven!” she whispered, and, kissing the 
tokens he had sent her with his latest breath, 
went back to her post at her enemy’s bedside, 
refusing to read the precious missive in her 
hands until she could do so without endanger- 
ing the life of the man who lay there at her 
mercy. 

’ When dawn brought the dcctor to his patient, 
he was sleeping sweetly. 

“You have saved him, 
physician whispered. 

But Alma crept away, without replying. She 
had her foot upon the neck of the old Adam, 
but had not conquered her thoughts. 

She sped to her own room. Before she could 
tell the terrible news of her lover's death to her 
own parents she must gain courage. She 
threw herself on the bed, white and rigid. She 
had opened the letter, but could not read the 
words. All swam and grew black before her. 
As she struggled with a faintness like that of 
death, her mother opened the door. 

* Alma,” she said, in a strange, trembling 
voice, ‘‘I think there is news. A letter has 
come.” 

“T have news,” gasped Alma. 
dead |” 

“My darling,” cried the mother, ‘‘it is not 
so! Oh, indeed, that is not the news! Some- 
one has written to your father, and there is a 
letter for you. Edgar was wounded—was 
taken prisoner, but—he is alive—he is ex- 
changed—he is coming back! Alma, the letter 
is from him!” 

She held aletter toward her daughter, who 
sprang up and grasped it. 

She tore it open—she could see now. She 
saw Edgar's familiar hand-writing. A date 
not four days back, and she read these words : 

‘“*Oh, my beloved Alma, I am coming!”— 
Mary Kyle Dallas in New York Ledger. 
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Curious Coincidence. 





He entered an oftice in the Moffat building 
with an I O U expression on his face and be- 
gan: 

** See here, Tom, I find myself——” 

‘* Hello, you!” interrupted the occupant, as 
he wheeled in his chair, “just going out to 
hunt you up. Do you bank anywhere?” 

**No.” 

**Same here. 
dorse a note?” 

“No.” 

“Same here, 
clothes?” 

‘““No. Nor ten.” 

‘Same here. You find yourself short to-day, 
don’t you?” 

** I do, and I was just about——” 

“Same here. 1 couldn’t think of anybody 
but you. Can you spare anything?” 

‘* Not ashilling.” 

**Same here. You'll have to goto the wall, 
I suppose?” 

* Yes.” 

**So'll I. I'll meet you there an hour from 
now. Curious coincidence, eh? Ta! ta!” 

** Durned if I go to the wall!” chuckled Tom, 
as he backed out and affectionately patted the 
boodle in his pocket. 

* Yes, rather curious coincidence!” mut- 
tered the other as he unlocked fhe top drawer 
to see if his bank book was safe. 

Hereafter they will never fish for suckers 
side by side on the same old log, but it is better 
so,.—Detroit Free Press. 


Can you get anybody to en- 


Got fifty dollars in your 





A New Freak in the Museum, 


The Fat Lady—l'd like to know what there is 
to attract public notice about that child the 
manager has just secured, 

The Mule-eared Man—They claim he reads 
the Juvenile Department of a Sunday paper, 
and I understand he was discovered only after 
months of search. Between you and me, 
though, I suspect he's not genuine. 





Ungenerous. 


Jinks— Why don’t you give Waite a piece of 
your mind? 
Filkins—I'm not around capitalizing idiots ! 


For Nervous Exhaustion 
USE HORSFORD'S ACID PHOSPHATE. 

Dr, H. C. McCoy of Algona, Ia., says : “ 1 have 
used it in cases of dyspepsia, nervous exhaus- 
tion and waketulness, with pleasant results, 
Also think it of great service in depressed con- 
dition of the system resulting from biliary de- 
rangement.” 
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The Usual Kind. 


“* What sort of a girl is she?” 

**Oh, she is a miss with a mission.” 

“Ah!” 

“‘And her mission is seeking a man witha 
mansion.” 





As Old As Antiquity. 


Either by acquired taint or heredity, those 
old foes Scrofula and Consumption, must be 
faced generation after generation ; but you may 
meet them with the odds in your favor by the 
help of Scott's Emulsion. 








The Summer Girl's Fad. 


She— Yes, I am very fond of pets. 

He—Indeed ! What, may I ask, is your favor- 
ite animal? 

She (frankly )—Man, 








A Lady’s Experiment. 

Mrs. Orr, wife of Mr. J. B. Orr, the well- 
known merchant of Lennoxville, P.Q., has 
lately made an experiment which has resulted 
so satisfactorily to herself and friends, that she 
is anxious the public should be made acquaint- 
ed with all the interesting facts. Experiments 
and labors for ten years, without a shadow of 
success, are sufficient to cause many women to 
despair and give up all hope of ever reaching 
the desired goal. Under such buffetings and 
reverses many men and women have completely 
broken down in body and in mind. 

Mrs. Orr’s great efforts for years were made 
with a view of banishing suffering and pain 
which had become intolerable. Physicians and 
medicines generally failed todo the work. 
friend of Mrs. Orr urged an experiment with 
Paine’s Celery Compound, the mighty agent 
which brings a cure when all other means 

rove futile. Mrs, Orr, in a letter dated 10th 

ay last, fully explains the particulars of the 
wonderful cure ; she writes as follows: 

“I have at various times remarked to my 
husband that it would be no more than justice 
to you, as proprietors of Paine’s Celery Com- 
pound, for me to send you a brief letter, giving 
afew facts regarding my experience with the 
great and popular remedy of the day. I have 
been a very great sufferer from dyspepsia for 
ten years. At times, for the space of several 
weeks, I would suffer most intensely, notwith- 
standing great care in dieting and the best 
medical help I could get. hese specially 
severe attacks were always attended with very 
violent headache, and followed with nervous- 
ness and sleeplessness. Different physicians 
had exhausted their skill in trying to effect a 
cure. Finally, upon the advice of a friend, I 
decided to venture an experiment with Paine’s 
Celery Compound. The first bottle did me 
much good ; and by the time I had used three 
bottles I was perfectly restored. On one or 
two occasions since, I have thought it wise to 
use a single bottle of the Compound, which al- 
ways removes any trace of the old trouble that 
may be cropping up. It affords me much 
pleasure to be able to tell my friends of the 
good health I now enjoy; I am free from 
nervousness, sleeplessness, dyspepsia, head- 
ache, and all the sufferings that arise from 
these distressing troubles. You are at liberty 
to use this letter in your good work.” 





The Process Reversed, 


Mistress—So you have concluded to marry 
Dennis, have you, Mary Ann? Well, I’m very 


glad. 
Mar This time I'd me 


secon 


Ann—Yis, mum. 
thoughts first. 





A Westbrook Lady’s Case. 


WESTBROOK, OnT., June 12th.—One of the 
most popular ladies of this district and one 
who has been for years as strong a worker in 
the church as her health would allow, has re- 
cently after six years of terrible suffering from 
kidney troubles, been cured by Dodd’s kidney 

ills. Her case was one of the most pathetic 
n our knowledge ; she had tried all remedies, 
had interviewed many famous specialists, and 
had tried treatment at Kingston Hospital, 
only to be discharged as an incurable. She 
was quite hopeless, and resigned herself to a 
few more years of horrible suffering, when by 
chance, without much confidence in a cure, she 
tried Dodd’s kidney pills. She has taken in all 
six boxes and is now entirely cured and able to 
devote herself to her duties with youthful 
energy. No one could be more thankful and 
generous in praise than she. She has told 
everyone for miles around of her release froma 
bondage of pain, and has said to your corres- 
pondent that the proprietors of the remedy do 
not advertise half enough. ‘‘It should be pro- 
claimed from the housetops,” she said, ‘‘ I am 
positively convinced that it is a certain cure 
for all forms of kidney disease. No one can 
thank its discoverer more than I.” 





At the Litestein Wedding Reception. 


One of the Guests—Look here, Litestein, 
aren’t those diamonds in the bride's ears the 
ones I pawned with you yesterday ?” 

Litestein—S-s-sh! Yaas. I lets her vear 
dem so no moths gedsindem. She gifs them 
pack all righa. 
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World’s Fair and Back. 


The shortest and best route from Canada to 
the Columbian Exposition is via the new 
Wabash, Detroit & Chicago short line just 
opened, and is now running four solid trains 
dally, passing through principal Canadian cities 
without any change, finest aeceing day 
coaches and dining cars in the world, landing 
passengers at Dearborn station in the business 
center of the city, near cable cars and leading 
hotels. Take no World's Fair ticket unless it 
reads via Detroit and the banner route. Full 
particuiars from any railroad agent or J. A. 
Richardson, Canadian Passenger Agent, north- 
east corner King and Yonge streets, Toronto. 








Landed Him, 
Farmer—No fishing on these grounds, Didn't 


ye see that sign? 
Fisherman-—Well, who is fishing on the 
grounds The water is good enough for me ? 


~ 





New Facts About the Dakotas 


is the title of the latest illustrated pamphlet 
issued by the Chi , Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Railway regarding those growing states, whose 
wonderful crops the past season have attracted 
the attention of the whole country. It is full 
of facts of special interest for all not satisfied 
with their present location. Send to A, J. 
Taylor, Canadian Passenger Agent, 4 Palmer 
House Block, Toronto, Ont., for a copy free of 
expense, 


~_ 





Extreme Provocation. 


Judge Sweetster—Didn’t you promise to 
love, cherish and protect this woman? 

Mr, Collingwood—TI did, sah; but when she 
done took 'n let d’ babe fill mah ear full ’r 
water an’ sail peanut-shells in it afore I weked 
up in d’ mawnin’, I welshed jest a liddle,” 





+ - 


At the Pop-Corn Stand. 

Mrs. Mulvaney—Come away, children, an’ 
oru pay yes wan o’ thim wire rat thraps wid a 
long handle an’ we'll bursht thim banes our- 
silves, 























































LABATT’S LONDON ALE AND STOUT 
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For Dietetic and Medicinal Use, the most wholesome tonics and 
beverages available 
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GOLD MEDAL 





Eight Medals and Ten Diplomas at ihe 
World’s Great Exhibitions 


JOHN LABATT 
London, Ont. 
JAS. GOOD & CO., Agents, Toronto 
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Correspondence Coupon 


The above Coupon must accompany every graphological 
study sent in The Editor requests correspondents to ob- 
serve the following Rules 1. Graphological studies must 
consist of at least six lines +f oriyinal matter, including 
several capital letters. 2 Letters will be answered in their 
order, unless under unusual circumstances. Correspon- 
dents need not take up their own and the Editor's time by 
writing reminders and requests for haste. . Quotations, 
scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4 Please address 
Correspondence Column. Enclosures unless accompanied 


by coupons are not studied, 


Navor M.—Jost imagine yourself the direct opposite to 
Enid, with the exception of being stupid, which you are 
not, and adding a good sbare of idealism. 

JcuritxR —You are enterprising, imaginative and of a 
pleasant temper, greatly sympathetic and appreciative of 
beauty, reasonably ambitious and rather clever. 


LYNDALL.—You are only one of a dczen who have 
written for a second delineation this month. I am sorry to 
refuse you, but it is not fair to those who are now waiting 
to repeat a delineation. 


Toinetre V. X.—You are a clever, bright-tempered and 
rather refined personage, vivacious, se)f-sufficient, fond of 
pretty things, not particularly : ffectionate, very variable 
in your aime, of immense energy and good-tempered under 
ordinary circumstances. 


Dickis.—A refined, bright and wmirth-loving nature, 
sweet temper, some humor, a pretty imagination, a char- 
acter very open to outer {i fluences, fond cf romance, 
somewhat idealistic, original and a little variable. You 
could not live happily in solitude. 


Cassis —A very well controlled and rather thoughtfal 
character, a little touchy, some danger of narrowness and 
disposition to self-absorptior, great honesty, truth and a 
bright and vivacious manfler. You are a person to be 
relied upon. Don’t stint your energies. 


FLossis.—You are a funny, merry, laughter-loving girl, 
with large opinions of yourself, some self-will, a gocd deal 
of love for praise and desire to make a good impression. 
You are careful, energetic, slightly imaginative and a 
charming creature, or chirography tells fibs. 


Retsor Runtra.—1l. Tyice a day, in the morning and at 
four o'clock. They will eat three times, but I think twice 
is enough, if you give them a pretty good allowance. 2. 
Your writing is quite too unformed for delineation. You'd 
be thocked at the character I could get from it. 


Green Eves.—Lack cf discipline, disposition to despond, 
very strong feeling, love of ease, a decidedly wilful and 
sometimes unreasonable nature, impulsive and withal at- 
tractive and spt to provoke admiration. You are original, 
tenacious and a little Jacking in perception, very idealistic 
and given to romantic fancies, 


Jennig Vick.—1. I think that your writing would be bet- 
ter for diligent practice in a good copy book. While some 
of the letters are plain some are illegible. 2. Imagination, 
prejudiced judgment, lack cf ambition and artistic taete, 
independence, carelessness, tenacity, a touch of temper 
and a strong, energetic and rather noble nature are shown 
in your lines. 

Moris. Epip.— 1. I think your writing is very surprising. 
2. You are markedly cpinionated, somewhat original, able 
to make the best of circumstances, socially inclined, strong 
in feelirg, truthful but not capable cf flattery or any artis- 
tic effort in the way of language. You will probably make 
your own way inthe world and impress your individuality 
on your friends and neighbore. Your hand lacke refine- 
ment and suggests indulgence. 


Enip.—You are an onusually bright, impetuous and inde- 
pendent lady, fond cf society, discreet though not reeerved" 
hopeful, ambitious and fond of a laugh, slightly hasty, im- 
aginative and careless cf detaile, but capable of fine « ffort 
when sufficiently stimulated. You area little lacking in 
the softer and more feminine graces, and can rarely engi- 
neer a difficult position successfully. 


Bau, Detroit.— 1. Thanks for weather report. It came 
rather a surprise on this hot June day. People locking 
like pillars, being snow-covered, was a far-« ff idea, so far 
as my present surroundings would suggest. 2. You are 
cautious, truthful, individual and honest, fond of praise, a 
little anxious for «effect, very persevering and apt to suo- 
ceed. You can make the best of circumstances and are 
rather a person cf reecurce ; some self-esteem and a little 
sympathy and taste are shown. 

Wanpva.—1 shall study yours, as Curly’s is undeveloped, 
acd only one coupon came with the studies. I hope 
the summer girl you epeak of is having a good time. Your 
writing is not very interesting, being rather a crude hand, 
but giviog promise of a fine development. You are a 
careless creature, capricious and impulsive, self aseer- 
tive, and while cautious yet blunt and outepoken. You 
are neither diplomatic nor capable cf graceful bearing, 
but then, Wanda, you are too young to be hard on. 


AILeEN.—1. I shall be very glad to hear from you again 
and perhaps I may be able to help you—who knows? 2. I 
certainly think you are making a large mistake to confine 
your reading to fiction only. That is bad for mental diges- 
tion. 3. Your writing shows me that imagination is exces- 
sive and uncontrolled, so you had better consider your 
mental food closely. You are impulsive, amiable, rather 
refined and feminine in nature, lacking training and cul- 
ture, and apt to rush to conclusions, judgment and percep- 
tion being slightly faulty. You enjoy fun, and have some 
natural wit. Your writing is very sketchy, and ifI were 
you I should try and tone it down alittle. At the same 
time it has characteristic and clever lines. 

Srxorita Orsro.—1. I have determined not to accept 
mutilated letters for delineation, for reasons heretofore 
stated. 2. Your own writing lacks the qualities of intui- 
tion and perception, as well ag others which you should 
possess to make you a correct judge cf others on short ac- 
quaintance. Ycu are self-aseertive, rather determined in 
action, far from cultivated, but by no means lacking in 
brain power. Your affections are strong and you love a 
aft corner 3. There is no reason why you should not suc- 
ceed as a typewriter. As to whether education is necessary 
for that business, it ‘depends largely on what your work 
will comprise. Some typewriters require to know a great 
deal more than others. If for < ffice work you wouldn't get 
much salary unlees you knew shorthand, as most of the 
business men wculd dictate their letters and expect you to 
take them down in shorthand and afterwards deciy her and 
typewrite them. 

Tinrean.—1. The Wanderers, Toronto, Tam O'Shanters 
and two more whose namee I have forgotten tramped out 
three or four winters ago. Snow-shoeing wasn’t popular 
last winter, though there was some fine snow for tramping. 
I don’t think you oan say the clubs are in existence if they 
don’t organ ze and elect < fficers at the commencement of 
the season. 2. It is not good form for a married woman to 
sign her maiden name after marriage. Some women do, 
Generally it ie a piece of eelf-assertion which has obtained 
in a country noted for its easily broken marriage contracts, 
Don't you ever do if, my dear. Some literary people, who 
have made a reputation for their maiden names, retain the 
names for the purpose of public identification. Ia 


that cese it seems justifiable. Take Mre. Hodgion Burnett 
for instance. By the way, have you read her autobiogra; hy 
called The One | Knew B et of All? I'm eure you'll like is. 
Ie is 80 descriptive, quaint and interesting. 3. Your writ- 
ing shows sone originality, mainly showing itself in little 
tade and fancies, an easy, pleasant method, love of society 
and converration, come impulse but rather a heavy man- 
ner. Cultivate fun and look up instead of straight ahead. 
You are somewhat eentitive, affectionate, truthful and 
courageous. 


ES i jm 





CURE 


Si:k Headache and relieve all the troubles inci 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their mos 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter's Littte Liver Pics 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them 
But after all sick head 


ACHE 


is the bane of so many lives that here {s where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Lirrie Liver Pits are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 

lease all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 

ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail. 


CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 


Amal) FL Small Dose, Small Price, 








Corsets are all sold witha 


guarantee. If not satisfac- 


tory have your money re- 
funded. 








] CLEAR, FRESH complexion, FREE 
from blotch, blemish, roughness, 
coarseness, redness, freckles, or pim- 
ples, use VIENNA TOILET 
i CREAM, the finest preparation for 


harmle 


x mmm) LADIES! ©»: oc 









i lightfully perfumed. Very 1] for 

5) gentlemen after shaving. Price 2sc. 
Minn Pharmacal ¢ o. All Druggists. 
Flea & Co., Agents, Toronto. 


FOR FIFTY YEARS! 
MRS. WINSLOW'S 
SOOTHING SYRUP 


been used by Millions of Mothers 


has 
for their children while Teething for over 
Fifty Years. It soothes the child, softens the 
ms, allays all pain, cures wind colic, and 
the best remedy for diarrhwa. 
Twenty-five Cents a Bottle. 





DUNNS 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THECOOK’S BEST FRIEND 


LARGEST SALE !N CANADA. 





The Reason. 
D.—I like smart women well enough, but? I 
shouldn’t care to marry & woman who knew 


more than I did. (ome 
R.--And so you have been forced to remain 


single ? 





The Earth is Shrinking. 


Sir Edwin Arnold in one of his recent letters 
says: “* The world we live in is becoming sadly 
monotonous as it shrinks year by year to 
smaller and smaller dimensions under the 
rapid movement provided by limited passenger 
trains and swift ocean steamships.” 

The New York Central, by the introduction 
of its Empire State express, has perhaps toa 
greater degree than any other force on this con- 
tinent, aided this shrinking process. It is now 
possible, by taking this fastest train in the 
world, to breakfast leisurely at your home or 
hotel in New York, and dine in Buffalo or 
Niagara Falls, almost 450 miles away, at your 
usual hour. Toronto people can leave Union 
Station at 7.50 a.m. and connect with thi# train 
at Buffalo, reaching New York the same even- 
ing at 10.30. Apply by mail to Edson J, Weeks, 
general agent New York Central, Buffalo, 
N, Y., for copy of one of the Four Track Series, 


















TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


June 17, 1893 








Music. 


HE musical happenings of the 
past week have principally 
been confined to concerts by 
pupils of the different educa- 
tional institutions of the city. 
One of the most interesting 
and meritorious of these was 
that given on Thursday even- 

ing of last week by vocal pupils of Miss Norma 
Reynolds, the successful instructress in vocal 
music at the Toronto College of Music, St. 
Georze’s hall, in which the event took place, 
was crowded by an appreciative audience who 
seemed to thoroughly enjoy the programme 
prepared for their entertainment. The work of 
the pupils on this occasion added further testi- 
mony as to the ability and enthusiasm of their 
instructress, who numbers among those study 
ing with her some of the most promising 
young vocalists in the city. The best known 
of these are probably Miss Agnes Forbes (o- 
prano soloist of Bloor street Presbyterian 
church), Master Eddie Reburn, the popular 
boy soprano, Miss May Flower, Miss Rose- 
brugh, Mr. W. E. Rundle, and others, all of 
whom took part in the programme. Besides 
those mentioned the following pupils of Miss 
Reynolds contributed to the success of the 
evening, several of them indicating un- 





doub:ed talent and giving much pro- 
mise of future prominence : Misses 
Lasher, McKinley, Powell, Denovan, Ronan, 
Smith and Halliwortb. Valuable assist- 


ance was rendered by Miss Sullivan on the 
harp, Miss Clark as organist, Miss Massie as 
‘cellist, by Misses Caniff and Crandon as pian- 
ists, and Miss Taylor, violinist, pupils in their 
resp2ctive departments of Mrs. Adamson, Mr. 
Torrington and Mr. Morgan. 
& Another vocal recital by pupils of Miss 
Denzil of the Conservatory of Music on Mon- 
day, June 5, attracted an audience which com- 
pletely filled the concer: hall of the Conserva- 
tory. It is gratifying to be able to record a 
most successful entertainment, particularly so 
since the time of Miss Denzil’s residence in 
Toronto has been somewhat limited, this 
being her first season at the Conservatory. An 
excellent programme had been prepared, and 
its rendition gave much satisfaction to the 
audience present, as was shown in the liberal 
applause which followei many of the selec- 
tions. Vocal numbers were contributed by 
Misses Thomas, Caswell and Riordan, and 
Mrs. A. H. Garratt and Mrs. Gooch, the com- 
posers represented being Handel, Mascagni, 
Nevin, Leeves, Vogrich, Stanford, Braga, Schu- 
bert, Cowen, Bennett, D'Albert, and Strelezki. 
Pianoforte selections were rendered during 
the evening by Misses Kathleen Malloch, 
Tillie M. Corby, Mrs. M. D. Barr, and Miis 
Julia F. MacBrien, pupils of Mr. Edward 
Fisher, and Miss Cassie Grandidge, pupil of 
Mr. J. W. F. Harrison. Violin obligatos to 
several of the vocal selections were contributed 
by Miss Ethelind Thomas, A.T.C.M., and Miss 
Lena Hayes, A.T.C.M., the programme as a 
whole being one of the most enjoyable yet 
held in the music hall of the Conservatory. 
The annual concert of the Central Presby- 
terian church choir on Thursday evening of 
last week drew together a large and thorough- 
ly appreciative audience. The choir was at its 
bast on this occasion and did much credit to 
Mr. C:ingan’s excellent training. Their ren- 
dering of several unaccompanied part-songs 
evidenced careful preparation on the part of 
the choristers as well as a thorough conception 
of the beauties of the music by the conductor. 
The best of the numbers were undoubtedly 
Pinsuti’s The Sea Hath its Pearls, and Mc. 
Farren’s Break, Break. Solos were rendered 
by Messrs. W. H. Robinson and Alfred B. 
Sturrock, both of whom were warmly ap 
plauded. Miss Ethelind G. Thomas’ perform 
ance of Chopin's Polonaise, and the violin 
selections of the Misses Rowland, were pleasant 
and artistic features of an enjoyable pro 
gramme throughout. The accompaniments 
were excellently played by Miss Dallas and 
Miss Rae. 


. 

On the evening preceding another en 
joyable programme of a similar character | 
was rendered at the Westminster Pres 
byterian church by the efficient choir 
of the church, under Mr, Alex. Gorrie’s direc- 
tion, aided by Mr. Wilmot Hoye, Miss Gertrude 
Leadley, Miss Bell, Miss Rothwell, and Mr. 
Alfred Sturrock. Mr. Gorrie has succeeded in 
building up an excellent choir at the West 
minster church, a fact which is much appre 
ciated by the membership. Taeir work on 
this occasion was fully up to the standard of 
previous similar events this season and gave 
universal satisfaction. Mr. Gorrie is ably 
seconded in his efforts to promote the musical 
interests of the choir by the capable organist 
of the church, Miss Marion Ferguson. Valu 
able aid was rendered at this concert by Mr. 
E. W. Phillips, organist of St. George’s, whose 
instrumental solos were much enjoyed by 
those present. 


a 
One of the most flourishing departments of 
the Toronto Conservatory of Music is that of 
elocution, which under the direction of Mr. H. 
N. Shaw, B.A., principal, has developed 


in a manner which refiects the utmost 
credit upon him and Miss Bowes, who 
is associated with him in the work 


The closing annual exercises of this depart- 
ment of the Conservatory were held in Associa 


tion Hail on Friday eveniog of last week, and | course of this thriving institution, The 
notwithstanding the intense heat and an un-| programme 
usually long programme, the audience which by Bach, 
crowded the spacious hall on this occasion were Schumann, Chopin, R:ff and Grieg, and the 


| ent, Assistance was rendered Mr. Tripp by Miss 


| masters, sailed from Liverpool on June 3 per 
















































































































the elccutionary work Miss Sargant’s recita- 
tion of the scene between Amy Robsart and Lei- 
cester at Kenilworth, was particularly effective. 
Miss Smith, in the recitation The Flood on 
the Floss, also scored a decided success, both 
these young ladies being awarded floral 
tributes. Miss Hoag's recitation of A Set of 
Torquise was rendered in excellent style, the 
same being true of Miss Sargant in The Rivals, 
and Miss Matthews, A.T.C.M., in Vashti and 
Miss Squeer’s Tea Party from Nicholas Nickle- 
by. A scene from Tennyson’s Princess was 
presented with the following dramatis 


persone : 
PROMOOSE. 5 occ sss cccees Cha bdsd eds dees egaua creas Miss May 
Lay PayOhe......ccccccesccccscsccccesceveves Miss Smith 
CEG ii vrei revnccesveseiscesecscndesesens Mies Matthews 
PRN. 6 cctbcteiccesessscsesveederenseesd Miss Goodfellow 
IGN ic civic cceec ctr eas cecccdusdcesssucesne Mies Wallace 
PSs xhsvscaverdses Miss Whitesides 





Lady Blanche ook e pith beeeaa .. Mies Scanian 
Diplomas and certificates were awarded dur- 
ing the evening as follows: Elocution gradu- 
ates—(A. T. C. M.) Lillian Hope Smith, DeSoto, 
Mo. ; Jennie Pearson Hoag, Newmarket, Oat. ; 
Bertha Tovell Sargant, Toronto, Oat. Junior 
year—Maude Whitesides, Lindsay, Ont.; Agnes 
Goodfellow, Bradford, Ont.; Florence May 
Lingham, Belleville, Oat. ; Katharine Wallace, 
Toronto, Ont.; Anna Rosa Scanlan, Le Roy, N. 
Y.; Mary M. Gunn, Toronto, Oat.; Nellie 
Berryman, Hamilton, Ont. Post graduates— 
Belle Rose Emslie, A.T.C.M., Toronto, Ont. ; 
Mary E Matthews, A.T.C.M., Port Colborne, 
Oat. 


An Empire reporter has interviewed a num- 
ber of prominent musicians and citizens on 
the subject of Canada’s national song, the 
result being the publication in last Siturday’s 
issue of the Empire, of the opinions expressed 
by the interviewed gentlemen. These are 
chiefly interesting as illustrating the diversity 
of opinion existing on the subject as well as 
the evidences revealed of catholicity of culture, 
or the lack of it in some of the sentiments 
expressed, 


Violet—Es, I tan ; ze doctor said ’oo mustn’ 


of that city as soprano soloist. Miss Gaylord 
has also accepted an offer to accompany the 
Whitney Mockridge Concert Company on a 
professional tour beginning in November. 
These honors are a substantial tribute to Miss 
Gaylord’s ability as a vocalist and an enviable 
compliment to her able instructor, Mr. E, W. 
Schuch. 


Messrs. Heintzman & Co., piano manufac- 
turers, King street west, have completed their 
ten thousandth piano and make the event 
memorable by producing an instrument carry- 
ing this number, which for general excellence 
of workmanship and beauty of design is a last- 
ing credit to the firm and an honor to Canadian 
manufacture. The case is handsomely carved, 
several of the designs being most artistic, and 
what is more worthy ot note, all of the work 
was done in the factory of the firm, none of it 
being imported. This piano has been presented 
by the other members of the firm to Mr. 
Theodore Heintzman, their senior member. 

* 


* 

The question of a national anthem was 
touched upon in these qgolumns several weeks 
ago. The sentiments expressed to the Empire 
interviewer by Sig. D'Auria, Mr. H. M. Field, 
Mr. D. E. Cameron and Mr. Schuch practically 
agree with the view taken by myself, that the 
patriotic spirit of the country is not sufficiently 
pronounced to encourage the production ofa 
truly national hymn. Sig. D:lasco expressed 
the opinion that a national hymn if composed 
would develop a national spirit, but points out 
that such a hymn must of necessity be such as 
could be sung with pride by French and Eng- 
lish, Catholic and Protestant. Many of those 
interviewed were favorable to The Maple Leaf; 
others, however, failed to discover in it the 
true ring ofasong worthy of a nation. Mr. 
Torrington had never heard The Maple Leaf, 
but pointed to his own national song, 
Canada. Mr. James L. Hughes had evi- 
dently become familiar with The Maple 
Leaf, but had no use for it. His 
own verses set to the classic strains of 
Beulah Land were good enough for him. 
Others were of the rather sensible opinion that 
so long as Canada remained dependent God 
Save the Queen was the correct thing, while 
Mr. Cringan advanced the view that “it re- 
quired a great national excitement such as 
war to give spirit to asong. Had The Maple 
Leaf been sung by the volunteers in the late 
rebellion it would have become a national 
anthem.” The interviews as published in the 
Empire make very interesting reading con- 
cerning this most interesting question. 

° . 


* 


Rev. Septimus Jones’ address on Sacred 
Music and Congregational Singing which, by a 
printer's error in last week’s issue was made 
todo service at the Anglican Choir Festival, 
was delivered instead at the Service of Praise 
held in the Sherbourne street Methodist 


church, 
. 


I have received for notice a new song by 
Signor Francesco D'Auria, entitled Answered, 
words by Mrs. Edgar Jarvis, This song fur- 
nishes further proof of Sig. D’Auria’s tecanical 
skill and originality. Messrs. A. & S. Nord- 
heimer are the publishers, and have issued the 
song in two keys suitable for high or low 
voice. 


It is expected that the Massey Memorial 
Music Hall will be completed in May nex:. It 
is Mr. Massey’s desire that the event should be 
celebrated by a musical festival, and to this 
end Mr. Torrington has been invited to pre- 
pare a special programme for the occasion. 
Although the details have not yet Deen 
arranged, Mr. Torrington intimates that his 
idea is to give a performance of the Mess/ah, 


I am pleased to notice the interest which is 
being taken in the smaller cities and towns of 
the province in the higher forms of music as 
shown in the engagement of our piano soloists 
for recitals in different localities. The last of 
these engagements was filled by Mr, J. D. A. 
Tripp, who gave an interesting recital in 
Orangeville on Tuesday evening of last week. 
Mr. Tripp’s programme was a well chosen one, 
embracing compositions from representative 
composers of the classical and modern roman- 
tic schools, the interpretation of which gave un- 
bounded satisfaction to the large audience pres- 


orchestra and eminent soloists. MODERATO, 





A French child six years old does not know 
six hundred words, yet can say whatever she 
wishes and understand all that is said to her. 
Why can you not do the same? How to doit 
with unerring certainty explained at Prof. 
Lambert's free lecture Monday, at 3 p.m., at 


Turnbull, Mr. J. E. Kerr and Mr. Donner, who 
Y.M.C.A, rooms, 


contributed several vocal solos in acceptable 
style. A piano solo was also rendered by Miss 
Marshall. 


—-- 


Little Jim’s Leg. 


The Brockville Musical Society, under the 
direction of Miss M. A. Callahan, recently gave 
an excellent performance of Handel's serenata, 
Acis and Galatea, and a selection of miscel- 
laneous works, The Brockville press speaks in 
highest terms of praise of the performance, 
pronouncing the chorus work to equal, if not 


There was a one-legzed newsboy abou; 
twelve years old selling papers in front of the 
Third street depot the other day, when a 
motherly-looking woman who was waiting for 
a train beckoned him to the door of one of the 
waiting-rooms and said : 

‘*Why, you poor little boy, you have b2en ! 


surpass, anything ever heard in that town. | crippled!” 
Miss Callahan had under her control for the ‘+ Yes’'m—I've lost my laig,” modestly replied | 
rendition of this exacting programme a chorus | the boy. 


‘* Dear, dear me! Lost your right leg and you 
must goon crutches all the rest of your life ! 
W hat is your name?” 

“De boys call me Jim, ma’am.” 

“Poor little Jim! How did it happen ?” 

“*T was t’rowed off a street car by a bloke.” 

‘Thrown offa street car bya bloke! How 
awful! They had the street torn up, and the 


of about eighty voices and an orchestra of 


thirteen instruments. 
* 


Mr. J. Guest Collims, who has been spending 
several years abroad, principally in Berlin, 
Germany, studying under the best of foreign 


steamship Aurania of the Cunard Line, and is 


with a chorus of five hundred voices, a good | 


A Doctor’s Advice. 





Mother—Now, Violet, can you give me any reason why I shouldn't punish you ? 


t take any vi'lent ex’cise.— Puck. 


give me de cross he took me by de neck and 
t’rowed me off.” 

‘‘ And you fell under the wheels?” 

“Yes, ma'am, Oneof de hind wheels took 
dat laig off, and de bloke went into court 
and swore dat I tried to commit suicide be- 
cause me girl went back on me. See?” 

“What a monster! And didn’t you get 
damages?” 

‘*Not a penny, ma’am. De jury believed de 
bloke and wouldn’t give meno show. In odder 
words, the judge pulled my odder laig and in- 
flooenced de jury.” 

‘*Land’s sakes! And they allow such carry- 
ings on here in Detroit, dothey? It’s no won- 
der I’ve been nervous ever since I've been here. 
Here’sa dime for you, and I hope you'll be able 
to get out where folks are civilized. It’s a 
burning shame the way you've been used.” 

“Thank you, ma'am. I’m ready to tumble to 
de fust racket dat cums along. I’m nursin’ my 
earnow fura place wid a news company up- 
town.” 

**And do you see any blo—blokes around 
here now ?” she asked, as she glanced up and 
down. 

‘** No, ma’am, but dey is allus lyin’ low, and 
you'd better keep your peepers open.” 

“T certainly shall, and if any of them come 
hanging about me they get their walking 
papers pretty quick! The idea of a bloke 
pitching on to a boy like you! Why don’t the 
police arrest ’em and put ’em where they ought 
to be?” 

**De police won’t even pull der laigs, ma’am.” 

‘“*They won't, eh? Well, I will, if they come 
foolin’ around me, and I'l] pull their hair, too!” 

And she went back to her seat, gathered up 
all her parcels, and sat up very stiff and erect 
and kept a sharp lookout on every side of her 
for blokes, until called to take her train.— 
Detroit Free Press. 





‘** Jim says our marriage will be published in 
the obituary column.” 

‘*In the obituary column |” 

** Because we are going to live in Hamilton.” 
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Opens Jaly 3. Closes August 27 
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EDWAGD FISHER, Musical Dir 
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expected in the city during the present week. 
Mr. Collins’ old friends will be pleased to wel- 
come him back. 


car struck the bloke and jostled you off. They 
ought to b2 more careful in a city like this,” 

“It was a bloke on de hind platform, ma'am,” 

“Ob, it was! Dothey carry blokes around 
on the atreet cars here to imperil the lives of 
passengers?” 

* Dey does, ma'am. Dey calls’em conductors, 
but dey is really blokes and won't give a kid a 
show fur his trade. Some fellers is blokes and 
some hain't, but de fellers who is blokes is 
more dan @e fellers who hain’t blokes. See?” 

‘And this blo—bloke threw you off?” she 








* 
A piano recital was given at Moulton 
Ladies’ College on Saturday afternoon of last 
week, by Misses Mary L. Wilson and Muriel 
Lailey, pupils graduating from the musical 


numbers 
Bendal, 


embraced 
Wagner, 


presented 
Jeethoven, 





TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


Affiliated with the University of Toronto 


12 & 14 PEMBROKE STREE®V 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director. 


A SPECIAL SUMMER TERM begins July 3 and end 
August 5. All the departments open during thie oa 
Calendars, giving full particulars, sent on application. 








s0 well pleased with the performance that few 
left the building before the entertainment 
came to an end, which was near midnight, 
The programme was a well contrasted one of 
music and recitations. Several organ solos 
were rendered by Signor Guiseppe Dinelli, 
and were much enjoyed by the audience. One 
of the most successful numbers of the evening 
was the vocal solo, Judith, by Miss Lena G. 
Gunn, soprano, one of Mr, Shaw's pupils also. 
Miss Gunn’s voice is an excellent soprano, rich 
in quality and of considerable compass, which 
she already uses to very good advantage. An 
enthusiastic encore was accorded her. An 
excellent quintette was rendered also by vocal 
pupils of Mr. Shaw, including Misses Gunn, 
Lingham, Hoag, Gunn, and Mrs, West. In 


interpretation thereof bore flattering testi- 
mony of the character of the musical work be- 





ing done at Moulton. The teachers repre 
sented on this occasion, Miss Smart and Mr. 
Forsyth, have every reason to feel gratified at 
the work of their pupils. S:»veral vocal num- 
bers were contributed by Misses Fowler and 
Millichamp, also pupils of Miss Smart, both 
young ladies doing remarkably well. Miss 
Millichamp distinguished herself in Nevin's 
beautiful song, Beat Upon Mine, Little Heart, 
displaying a soprano voice of excellent quality 


under admirabie control. 
7 


Miss Minnie Gaylord left for Chirago ‘last 
Tuesday afternoon in order to accept an import- 
ant appointment in one of the leading churches 


queried, while a puzzled look spread over her W 0. FORSYTH 


face. 
ace Lessons in Piano Playing and Theory 


“He did, ma’am, but in de fust place he Seattadihes alaetie and 
” o Vi di : adasso! 
pulled my laia. 4 Martin Krause ona Prof Jullue Epstein. —ae ae, 
** Palled your leg?” Modern methods. Addrese— 


** Yes, ma'am. Dat is, he stood me off.” 11? College Street, Toronte 


* Off where?” 
‘' Why, he tried todump me. Dere was a big MMe WS Fasnce SUGH, F.C.O. (Eag.) 


crowd on his car, and he was savin’ ’em up fur} Teacher of Organ, Piano and Theory 


his cousin, at's why he pulled my laig, but I |  pyoeptional tacilities for 0 
irgan students. Pupils . 
kicked. Savey?” pared lor musical examinations. Harmony ond contin. 


“‘ He ought to have been ashamed of himself point taught by aay ry Gisee, Senentn 
to pull you around by the leg!” heartily ex- | ——————— 
claimed the woman, ‘“ Wasn't no one man MES: E. M. FOX 


enough to interfere?” Teacher of Guitar and Banje. 
‘**No, ma'am. When he found he couldn't Studio at 82 Queen Street East. 














NEWCOMBE -:- 
PIANOS 


Endorsed by the highest musical authority. 


THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBR & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS 
TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA 
Head Office—107-9 Church St. 











GENOVERIA WALID by EB Willinns eee 
y E. Williams, 5 
SPRING BEAUTY Schottische by Senekaatent va 


BISOAIENNE... ...0:..0.seceeees 
LA CORNEMU3E, Sco‘ch Dance .. 
LA PIROETTA, Polka Mazurka. ¥és2 
CATALANE, Spanish Danoe................. 40° 5 
Four Charming pea by this Eminent Pianist 
YOCAL 

MEDDLERS (Comic) By Jas Fax. A great h 
POLLY O'NEIL,a pretty Waliz Sone. By” W B.Glenvoy Soe. 
aaupea estan ie " GUITARS, MaNDOLINES and 
@ best instruments in th - 
son and competition invited. sega 
WHALEY, ROYCE & C@., 158 Yonge St., Toronto 
—— ee 


ONTARIO COLLEGE 
oF MUSIC *somzweon ave 


Established 1884 by C. Farringer 





eecces 600 2 
Ciwaiwes 603. | ae 
- 400. [8S 


We guarantee thorough work from the lowest to the 


highest grades of music, as the instruction is given by ex- ° 


perien teachers only. 


Our advanced, pupile are not only excellent sight read 
ers, but also show careful and tho: : 
technique and expression. oe ey a SO 


Practical instruction in harmo: 
sas alien ny in connection with 


OBRTIFIOATES AND DIPLOMAS 
Telephone 3921 


STAMMERING 


CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCHOOL. N. 
fees. 2 Wilton Crescent, Secon 


ME: J. D. A. TRIPP 


Concert Pianist and Teacher of Piano 


On y Canadiaa pupil of Moszkow 
Germav y. formerly pupil of Edwara SS i 
engagements, Toronto Conservatory of Music 
and 29 Seaton Street, Joronto 


M!ss McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 


AT THE 

TORONTO CONSERVATORY 

(Formerly princi . ey piano coer a The Bishop 

rachan School, Toronto.) 
Will be prepared to receive pu ie in H 
Playing on on September ! 2, at hereuiens seas 
oseph Street, Toron: 
Pupils of Ladies’ Colleges taught 2 soleation te terms. 


HELEN M. MOORE, Mus. Bac., 


Harmony. Counter 
Students prepared for the University eee ee is 
Music. Toronto College of Music and 608 Church Street. 


KUCHENMEISTER 


° VIOLIN SOLOIST AND TEACHER 


(Lite a pupil of the Raff Conservatory at F - 
Main, and of Professors H. E. Kayser, Tacs Ween 
and C. Bergheer, formerly a member of the Philharmonic 
Orchestra at Hamburg, (Dr. Hans von Balow, conductor.) 


Studio, Odd Fellows’ Building, cor. Yonge and 
Streets, Room 13, or College of = 
Residence, Coruer Gerrara and Victoria S.a. Teiepnone 980 


HERBERT W. 
OONOERT haemeee — 
Choirmaster St. Peter's Church, Late of Westminster 


Abbey, Eag., and Milan, Italy. Inet it 
ture, Opera, Oratorio. , "here 


Mr. Webster will give a SUMME 
TWENTE£ LESSONS, beginning July a = 


VOICE DEVELOPMENT AND RBPERTUIRE 


64 Winchester St. or College of Music. 
OPEN TO CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS. 


Mes: H. W. WEBSTER 


Pupil of Signori Guiseppe and Ganti 
Italy, will receive a few pupils for the MANDOLIN: 
Original Italian method. abely 64 Wischester St, ? 


R. A. S. VOGT 


rganist and Choirmaster Jarvi 
Baptist Church ores 


Teacher of the Pianoforte and Organ 


Residence, 605 Church Street, Toronte 


W. F. HARRISON 


. 
Organist and Choirmaster St. Simon's Church. 
Musical Direotor of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


ORGAN AND PIANO 
13 Dunbar Road, Rosedale 


<aeeniniie casa, 
MR. F. WARRINGTOM 


BARITONE 


Choirmaster Sherbourne Street Methodist Church, Toronto, 


will receive pupils in Voice Culture, E. 
and Piano at his residence, 214 Carlton derek, Toren 


OPEN FOR CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 























R. HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRT 

returned from a two year’s iin — 
many, where hs has been studying with Professor Martin 
Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Eur 
Mr. Field aleo studied from ’84 to ’88 with Dr. Prof. Gari 
Reinecke in ae and had the rare advantage of a course 
with Dr. Hans Von Bulow, in Frankfort in ‘87. Oonoret 
engagements and pupile accepted. For terms apply at To- 
ronto College of Music and 105 Gloucester street. 


R. E. W. SCHUCH 


juctor Toronto Vocal Soolety. 
Choirmaster St. James’ Cathedral. 
Conductor University Glee Club. 


Cond Harmon 
Instruction in Volce Culture and eo io Slogine, 


35 Gromville Street 


py Lore &. WATERING 
CH 
fhorough instruction on sani, ‘Guitar, Mandota end 
rither. 


CARL AHRENS, A.R.C.A. 
SUMMER SKETCH CLASS 


Address— 


Doon, Oat. 


MiSs HEMMING, ARTIST. 
Portraits in Oil and Water Color. 
Studio, Room 70 
Confederation Lite Building. 


. W. L. FORSTER 


ervoio or xina er. exer ARTIST 
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brings high tribute to his success from the 


und Town. 
Aro press of the Empire city. 


Continued from Page One. 
merge and interweave in a manner ever new 
and most perplexing. St. George is perhaps 
the first residential street of the city ; from 
one end of it to the other not one resident 
sounds a false note in the harmonious air of 
elegance, taste and lavish expenditure that 
marks its length; where possible, each resi- 
dence is surrounded by well kept grounds 
adorned with shrubs and trees. Every piece 
of property on the street has paid heavily to 
preserve the consonance of a common Idea, a 
particularly high idea of expenditure and archi- 
tecture. With regard to the street allowance 
the residents have come forward, as permitted 
by the local improvement system, and put up 
money to secure the finest pavement known to 
paviors. Nothing has been spared to make St. 
Gorge the most notable residential street in 
the city, and so far the municipality has 
abetted the high intent. When a man applied 
for a permit to build a frame or cheap brick 
house it was refused, showing that the corpora- 
tion not only does claim and exercise the 
right to regulate the nature of private struc- 
tures, but that it approved the vast outlays 
already made by the property holders on St. 
Gorge street—in short, it encouraged the com- 
mon Idea and is morally bound to uphold it. 
When a man is building a pair of houses for 
rental, the city sometimes steps in and tells 
him his proposed buildings are out of touch 
with the locality and he must build bigger and 
better. The authority that enables the cor- 
poration to do that, should enable it to prevent 
the erection of a livery stable or a blacksmith 
shop on St. George street. If not, then here is 
a new matter requiring special legislation. 
As far as the interests of the men who own 

the land and are building the stable are con- 
cerned, they need not suffer loss. I am told 
the residents of the street will produce a pur- 
chaser for the land at a fancy price and wili 
help to locate a suitable site in the immediate 
neighborhood. Asanexample of what damage 
a livery stable will do a residence district go up 
to Charles street, where for a year there was a 
fight. An exceedingly handsome and well- 
finished house next the stable has been empty 
for a year, and has indeed been untenanted 

















































Mr, Percy Maule and Mr, Alfred Gibson of 
the Dominion Bank are taking in the World's 
Fair in Chicago. 


On Wednesday evening last a very pretty 
June wedding took place at the residence 
of Mrs. Helliwell, 187 Carlton street, the 
interested couple being Miss Edith Mary Helli- 
well, eldest daughter of Mrs, Helliwell, and 
Mr. A. S. Bowers. The marriage ceremony 
was performed by Rev. Dr. Thomas of Jarvis 
street Baptist church, the bride being given 
away by her uncle, Mr. Phillips Wood, Miss 
Helliwell made an ideal bride, richly gowned in 
a robe ae noce of white silk trimmed with 
rich point lace; she wore also the conven- 
tional orange blossoms and carried a large 
bouquet of roses. The maid of honor was the 
sister of the bride, Miss Gertrude Helliwell, 
who looked sweet in a beautiful gown of pink 
Saille. Mrs, Helliwell was dressed in rich 
silk, snd the Misses Carrie, Ida and 
Abbie, sisters of the bride, all looked 
charming in rich gowns of pink, blue 
and cream silk. The drawing-room was 
tastefully decorated with flowers and plants, 
while an Italian string band discoursed en- 
chanting music during the wedding supper, 
which was under the supervision of Harry 
Webb. The groomsman was Mr. M. H, Lud- 
wig. A large number of relatives from a dis- 
tance were present, among them bzing: Dr. 
Bowers, Mr. Schantz, Mr. Revlin, Mr. Seiler, 
Mr, and Mrs. Bollert, of Guelph; Mr. John 
Steers, Mr. W. C. Steers and Miss Steers, of 
New York; Dr. Eby, Dr. and Mrs. Evans, of 
Elmwood, and Mr. and Mrs. Grant Helliwell, 
Mr. Alex. Helliwell, Mrs. Bowers, Mrs. and 
Miss B. Bowers, Miss Wood, Messrs. James, 
Pailip and Amos Wood, Mrs. and Miss Parrin- 
ton, Mrs. Rowe, Mr. E. J. Bowers, Mr. J. 
Helliwell, Miss Clarkson, Miss Ethel Clarkson, 
Mrs. Helliwell, Mr. T. Helliwell, Mr. and Mrs. 
F. Helliwell, Mr. and Mrs. C. Coleman, Dz. 
and Mrs. McFaul, Mr. and Mrs. Marriott, Miss 
Addie Yaylor, Mr. and Mrs. Young, Mr. and 
Mrs, A. Harris, Mr. H. R. O'Hara, Mr. T. A. 
Rowan, Mr. W. Robins, Mr. W. H. Chandler, 
Mr. H. Gordon, Mr. and Mrs. Boon, Mr. and 
Mrs. Darby, Mrs. Armel, Mr. and Mrs. W. H. 











nearly ever since its erection. MAckK, West, Mr. E. G. Hackborn, Mr. Robert Cars- 
well, Mr. Brown, Mr. and Mrs, H. Pyrie, Mr. 

: E. F, Robinson and others of Toronto. 

Social and Personal. The bride’s presents were numerous, 

Continued on Page Four. beautiful and useful, among them being 


a handsome upright piano, the gift of her 
mother, and a gold watch, the gift of the 
groom. The bridesmaid and best man also 
received suitable souvenir pins, with pearl and 
diamond settings. Mr. and Mrs. Bowers left 
for an extended honeymoon je through the 
New England States, and on their return they 
will receive their friends at 116 Brunswick 


bride was beautifully gowned in cream silk, 
with pretty foot trimming of flowers and 
exquisite bretelles of rare lace. Her bouquet 
was of roses and lilies of the valley, and she 
wore a long veil of tulle, caught with delicate 


given by Mr. W. H. Beatty at the Queen’s 
Royal to the Lieutenant-Governor, who was 
staying at the hotel, and a party of cruisers on 
board the Oriole, including: Misses Amy 
and Maude Beatty, Miss Maggie Gooderham, 
Miss Murphy and Miss A. Murphy of Mont- 
real, who have been staying with Mrs, Beatty, 
Capt. ‘‘ Andy” Macpherson, Mr. Leonard Mc- 
Murray, Mr. Harry W. Beatty and Mr. Charles 
W. Beatty. I believe that to-day a still larger 
fleet from the R.C.Y.C. goes across the lake, 
and judging from present appearances Niagara 
and the Queen's Royal will be the most fre- 
quented flitting place for Toronto’s best people 
during the coming summer, 

Among the summer residents at Niagara-on- 
the-Lake this season are: Senator and Mrs. 


Ferguson, Miss Strange, Mr. Nicol Kingsmill 
and family, Mr. Thos. Hodgins and family, 
Mr. E. W. Syer of Chicago, who is to be mar- 
ried to Miss Eshel Hardy of Toronto next 
Thursday, Mrs. J. O. and the Misses Heward, 
and Mr. A. W. Beardmore and family, 

























ART OF MASTERING FRENCH 


With conversational fluency, 


'HYGEIA WATERS 


LAKE Pei 
SIMCOE BEST BEVERAGES 


Strawberry 
Island 


This well known resort is now open for the 
season, and under a new and careful manage- 
ment has already been well patronized. 


The “' Beverages” were a side line last year. This year 
: a“ them aspecialty. Better premises give better 
acilities. 


The beautie “ ‘ . Mr. W. T. ATKINSON, an English chemist cf man 
5 , DE aoe s of the Island ard its surround years’ experience, hag full charge of the laboratory, includ. 
Ings, its advantages as a place to spend a | ing fruit syrups, flavors and mineral water solutions. 
holiday, are so famed over the Dominion that The Machinery and Bottling Department is in charge of 
it seems needless to repeat them Situated fae JAMES LINDSAY, late of Oautrell & Cochrane's, Bel- 
in Lake Simcoe - arming ; : 

a ” oe for Its ch arm ng and My desire is to give the purchasing public the very best 
restiul scenery, Strawberry Island specially | goods in the town. Towards this end all our efforte and 
commends itself to the tired man of business, | ©ersy will be directed. 


anxious to find a spot for quiet enjoyment and 
free from the proverbial bustle of the average 
watering-place. 

The hotel is built on a bluff on the north- 
west shore, is well furnished, has all modern |! 
improvements and a bountiful supply of fresh 
water. There are also a number of cottages 
on the Island already furnished and fitted up 
with all the necessaries which go to make up 
a comfortable summer home for a family. 
Cottages may be rented by the month or by 
the season. 

The grounds about the hotel are laid out 
in Tennis Courts, Lacrosse and Croquet 
grounds. 

The gardens produce fruits and vegetables 
of all descriptions and keeps the Hotel con- 
stantly supplied. 

The Bass fishing on the shoals near the 
Island is unexcelled. For years sportsmen 
from all parts of the continent have been at- 
tracted to Lake Simcoe by the fine fishing 
afforded. Salmon trout and other fish are 
very plentiful 

Special facilities in the way of tents, bed- 
ding, cooking utensils, etc., are provided for 
camping parties. 

The bathing afforded by the cool and pure 
waters of Simcoe is one of the great attrac- 
tions of the Resort. 

Strawberry Island is easy of access from Toronto and 


other centers cf population. Its own line of steamers run 
daily from O.illia at noon, on the arrival of the Toronto 


Respectfully, 


J. J. McLAUGHLIN 


Mannfacturing Chemist 
163 and 155 Sherbourne St. 
"Phone 2025 TORONTO 





Take the Old Reliable and Popular 


CUNARD 


8. S. LINE. 


EUROPE 


Agent also for Allan, State, Dominion, Beaver, Ham- 
burg, Netherlands, Wi’son and French Lines 


A. F, WEBSTER cine See on. 
CHAS. E. BURNS 


Steamship Tickets 


Atlantic, Pacific, Southern and Foreign Lines. 


LOWEST RATES 


New York, Buffalo, Cleveland, Cincinnati, Boston, ete. 
Apply— 
CHAS. E. BURNS, 77 Yonge Street 


"Phone 2400 (2n4 dvor above King) 








trains. An hour's beautiful sail lands the paesengers at 
the Island. Arrangements have been made whereby the 
Grand Trunk Railway will issue return tickets from 
Toronto to Orillia good from Friday till Monday at eingle 
fare. To accommodate guests who may leave Toronto on 
the afternoon (5 pm.) train of Saturday the steamer 
leaves Orillia in the evening upon the arrival of this train, 
and again on Monday morning will leave Island in time to 
connect with the south bound worning trains. A business 
man may thus have a pleasant holiday and lose no time 
from work. 


To My Patrons and the Pub- 
lic generally : 


Both the hotel and boats are under the management of 


— and obliging officials. Daily mails a feature. Having just received a large consignment 
‘or information and rates apply to— . 
JOHN KENNEDY, of light summer goods for the coming warm 


Grand Central Hotel, Orillia. 


weather suitable for Tennis and 





Boating, 


Thie comfortable family hotel is delightfully situated. 
The most central and convenient stopping place on the 
chain of lakes. Parties leaving Toronto or Hamilton in the 
morning arrive at Stratton House aboutip.m Luggage 
checked direct. Terms $1 25 and $1 50 perday. A reduc- 


doubtedly the finest assortment of these goods 


ever imported to this country. An early call 




































psies of white. The bridesmaids’ frocks were 
of white dotted muslin and lace, and large 
cream leghorn hats and plumes wi sh aigrettes 
and ribbon were worn, The bouquets were of 
cream and white roses. The bride was followed 
by a dear litile lady in a cream and lace frock 


with low neck and short sleeves, who 
was escorted by a cavalier in white 
sailor costume with pale blue collar. 


The ushers were Messrs. A. Williams, brother 
of the bride, W. Arnott, W. J. Darby, James 
Johnston and E. Clark. Mr. Arthur Taylor 
and Mr. George Thompson awaited the bridal 
party at the altar, The church was decorated 
with palms, ferns and guelder roses, and Mr. 
Blakeley played suitable music in a very able 
and artistic manner. A stylish company of 
invited guests occupied reserved seats in the 
center of the church, and at the close of the 
ceremony adjourned with the wedding party 
to the residence of the bride's parents. 
Among those present I remarked: Mrs, 
Thompson, mother of the groom, richly 
gowned in light heliotrope velvet and silk and 
jetted lace, with pretty bonnet of heliotrope ; 
Mrs. Irving Walker, in black silk and lace ; 
Mrs. Herbert Walker, in a sweet gown of 
cream with green velvet bertha and puffs and 
a lovely chip hat with blush roses ; Mrs. Mc- 
Causland, in canary silk with eminence pur- 
ple sleeves and guimpe, large chip hat and 
white veil; Miss Grace Arnott, in dove gray 
with purple satin sleeves ; Mrs. Walker, pale 
gray brocade with dull puce velvet trimmings 
and facings and frills of salmon, large leghorn 
hat and white veil; Miss Matthews wore apretty 
blue gown with white, and Miss Helen Bailey 
was becomingly dressed in deep pink. Some 
of the bridal gifts were very elegant—a piano 
f:om the bride’s mother, and from Mr, Thomp 
son, sr., a Bible, a set of Shakespeare and a 
$1,000 cheque provided for spiritual, mental 
and bodily needs in a unique and thoughtful 
manner. 


Mr. R. O. McCullock left to-day for a three 
months’ visit to Japan. 


U pper Canada College games attracted many 
visitors to the College yesterday, and the 
concert given by the students and their 
friends this evening in the Pavilion promises 
to be a great social and financial success. 

Miss Maggie Kane of Adelaide street is now 
convalescent and has gone to Collingwood and 
Stayner for a visit. 


Mr. James Perkins, F.R.G.S.A., member of 
the corporation of London, Eag., was in town 
last week, the guest of Mr. A. R. Doble of 
Sackville street. Mr. Perkins last visited 
Toronto two years ago, when on atrip round 
the world. He is now on his way to the 
World's Fair, British Columbia and Alaska. 

J 

The Victoria Lawn Tennis Club gave a most 
successful opening day on Friday of last week. 
A stylish company were en atlendance. The 
club reception day is Friday, and many of their 
friends anticipate with pleasure the coming 
tennis season. 


University Commencement was held in the 
Pavilion last Tuesday afternoon, A large num- 
ber of fashionable people attended, and the 
conferring of degrees, singing of college tongs, 
guying and speechmaking usual on this import- 
ant occasion were enthusiastically gone through 
with by the irrepressible students and their 
g@raver seniors. It is fun, but it leaves many a 
headache in its train, does Commencement | 

Professor Lambert of New York is forming 
classes to study his improved system of impart- 
ing a knowledge of conversational French, He 





avenue, 
. 


Mrs. Fraser Macdonald and Miss Macbeth 
Milligan leave on Monday for a ten days’ 
visit in Kingston. 





-—___—_—__ 


New Tailoring Busiress. 


Mr. F. M. Smith, who has for a number of 
years been with J. J. Follett, merchant tailor, 
has, in partnership with Mr. B. E. Teetzel, 
opened up business in the same line at 145 
Yonge street. They have many friends who 
are wishing them every success, 
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Revolution in Tea. 


General Keer’s last importation is a Darjee- 
ling Orange Pekoe of great delicacy and flavor. 
Patrons will find this tea a delicious one. Gen- 
eral Keer writes: ‘It was grown 5,000 feet 
high in the Himalyan Mountains, and teas 
grown in these altitudes possess an excel- 
lence of flavor all their own.” 

A choice selection of Himalayan and Indian 
teas is always on hand. Prices range from 
40+. to 35¢e.; reduction on 5 lbs. and larger 
quantities. Himalayan Tea Office, 72 Church 
street, opposite Cathedral. 





Niagara-on-the-Lake 





The summer exodus of the city’s society 
people is about starting in earnest. Of the 
resorts most favored by them, Niagara-on-the 
Lake seems to be in the greatest demand. I 
believe that the season is to b3 a very gay one 
there and that the Queen’s Royal Hotel is 
making an elaborate programme of attractions 
in the way of dances and concerts. A number 
of the richest people in Toronto have taken 
houses for the summer at this historic and 
picturesque old place. The military camp 
which opened on Tuesday last is the great 
attraction at present, and numerous parties are 
being formed to visit the canvas city that has 
been built ca the old common at Niagara. 

A military ball on Thursday next, June 22, 
at the Queen’s Royal, under the auspices of the 
officers, will be the chief event in the social 
side of camp life, and will be attended by a 
large gathering of Toronto's pretty girls and 
young men, 

The first regular hop of the season at the 
Queen's Roya! takes place this evening. 

Last Saturday evening a dinner party was 





NEW B OOKS 
JOHN P. MeKBNNA'S 


Tales from Town Topics 


Summer number, containing “ Six Months in Hades.” 


BARON MONTEZ 


By author ‘‘ Mr. Barnes of New York,” &c. 


The Last Sentence 
By Mexwell Gray, author ‘Silence of Dean Maitland.” 


MARKED PERSONAL 


By Anna Katherine Greene, author ‘* Leavenworth Case.” 


JOHN P. MeKENNA 


Pablisher, Bookseller and Newsdealer 


80 YONGE STREET 


NEAR ©OR. KING Telephone 1117 


WITdIN THE LIMIT OF 800 WORDS 
FREE LECTURE 


By Prot. ETIENNE LAMBERT, of New York 


MONDAY, JUNE 19, at 3 p.m. 


At Y.M.C A. Rooms. 

Lecture preceded by FRENCH READINGS Those who 
have studied French by the old grammar routine will learn 
how to make their desultory knowledge available by CUL- 
TIVATION OF THE EAR. 


Cooling 
Refreshing 
Exhilarating 


In this warm weather, when the body 
is losing 80 much moisture in perspiration, 
the natural demand that this loss shall be 
made good creates what is known ag an 
‘exquisite thirst.” Many are foolish 
enough to endeavor to quench it with 
drinke containing more or less alcohol, 
je the wiser ones use the j ice of ripe 
fruit. 

The Island of Montserrat is noted for 
producing the finest quality cf Limes, and 
the juice of these is bottled and known as 


‘*Montserrat”’ 
Lime Fruit Juice 


Taken with water it makes a most de- 
lightful drink. It is cheaper than lemons 
and more conveniently prepared. 


Queen’s Royal Hotel 
NIAGARA-ON-THE-LAKE. 


The favorite watering place for ths society people of To- 
ronto, Buffalo and Rochester. 


First Saturday Hop, June 17. 


GRAND MILITARY BALL, THURSDAY JUNE 22, 
Under the auspices of the Uffti vers of the Niagara Camp. 


Regular Saturday Evening Hop, June 24. 

Delightful Beach Bathing, pleasant Boating, abundant 
fishing. 

Roooms may be engaged in advance. 


H. WINNETT, « 1een’s Royal Hote), Toronto. 


Peninsular Park Hotel 


BARRIE 


Situated on Lake Simooe, only 60 miles ride by G. T. R. 
Boats meet every train. 
Under the Management of MR. 8. BARNETT 
Toronto Board of Trade. 


It is appointed with every modern convenience and im- 
provement. Electric lighting. Electric bell attached to 
every room. Perfect arrangements for comfort of guests. 


Superior Board--Moderate Charges 
Private Bathing Houses for 
Ladies 
Forty Acres of Ground 
oe ~ eons - Tennis 
Bowling Alley - Ball Room 


The management are determined to spare neither ex- 
pense or pains to make thie resort 


THE PEOPLE'S FAVORITE 
Open for reception of guests Jane 29. 


For terms apply to— 8. BARNETT, 
Proprietor Board of Trade Cafe, Toronto. 


LORNE PARK 


Steamer GREYHOUND 


Commencing June 17, Milloy’s Wharf, 10 a.m., 2 p.m. ; 
from Park, 11 30a.m.,7 p.m. Three and four trips daily 
ia July and August. 

Fare round trip, including admission to Park 30 
Shest of four round trips : : ‘ . $1.00 
Family books, twenty round trips - . 4.00 
Children half fare. 
PETER M :INTYRE, 87 York Sireet, 
Rossin House Block, 
Or FRED ROPER, 2 Toronto Street. Tel. 1714 





tion t> parties and families by the week or month. N. B — 


will give you first choice. 


Letters of icquiry receive prompt attention. 
JOHN FRASER, Proprietor. 





Henry A. Taylor 
MUSKOKA SUMMER RESORT 


INTERLAKEN HOTEL 
PORT CARLING 


Stratton House Hotel af would ask your inspection, as they are un- 
| 





The most central house on the Muskoka Lakes. Terms 
$6 per week. Special rate to a party cf four gentlemen 
or four ladies. Cottage to let, with or without board. 

R. A. ARKSEY, Proprietor. 


Sit Stationery 
BEAUMARIS HOTEL 


Until the end of June we recommend the 
early placing of orders for wedding invita- 
tions, announcements, cards, etc. Estimates 

TONDERN ISLAND furnished for monograms, dies, stamping and 
illuminating, including the best quality of 
writing papers, and in all the desirable tints 
and sizes. 


MUSKOKA LAKE 


EDWARD PROWSE, Proprietor 


JAS. BAIN & SON 
Fine Stationers 


53 King Street East, Toronto, Ont. 


t OXFORD 


GAS RANGES 


The latest production of the great ScHNEIDER & 
TRINKAMP Co. of Cleveland, Ohio, the largest and 
most successful manufacturers in the world of Gas 
Stoves and Ranges. 


See This Range Before Spenda- 
ing Your Money 


It is the only PERFect WATER HEATER known. 
Will heat water faster than acoal range, All burners 
are operated with steel needle valves, which produce 
sharp blue flames, 

The body is made of heavy cold rolled sheet steel, 
asbestos lined. 

The front and top are beautifully carved naar 
smooth castings, with nickel plate medallion and tile 
panels, 

Send for price list and get our record of Water 
Heater. 





HOT WATER 






COLD WATER 





MANUFACTURED BY 


The Gurney Foundry Co. 


TORONTO 


Judge for Yourself 
These are the Clearing Sale 


Prices at Our 

Ladies’ Solid Silver Stem wind Watches,.................... $4, worth $7 50 
Ladies’ Solid 14k. Gold Stem-wind Watches................. 8, worth 12 10 
Ladies’ Solid 10k. Gold Stem wind Waltham Watches....... 15, worth 25 00 
Gentleman's Solid 10x. Gold Stem-wind Waltham Watches... 25, worth 45 00 
Gentleman's Solid 14k. Gold Stem-wind Waltham Watohes.. 45, worth 75 () 
Gentleman's Solid Silver Stem-wind Watohes......... 5, worth 810 
Gentleman's Filled Gold Stem-wind Watches. . . 12, worth 20 00 








DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, SILVERWARE 
CLOCKS, BRONZES, FANCY GOODS, &c. 








An immense variety at equally low prices, Every article 
guaranteed. Come and see the tremendous bargains we are 
offering in every department. 





KENT BROS. 186 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Retiring from Business 
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SSS, * the Miss- 
issippi river is agreed that, with the exception 
of the Indian, the mule is the meanest and most 
uncertain animal that adorns the North Ameri- 
can continent. This opinion is based upon 
centuries of observation and experience, and 
fortified by numberless modern instances ; and 
this sweeping estimate of the character of an 
animal, which is as useful as it is depraved, is 
one of the few things upon which the public 
opinion of the trans-Mississippi region is prac- 
tically unanimous, 

But of the many mules it has been my mis- 
fortune to know intimately a mustang mule, 
facetiously termed “ Baby,” was, without any 
exception, the very worst. Baby was born in 
Sonora, the satanic offspring of a patient and 


industrious pack burro of the Santa Margarita | She was 


lil. Baby: The Vicissitudes of a Mustang Mule 
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Illustrated American. 


and gravely claimed by Jack Doyle as the mule 
stolen from him in Las Lunas, and, as her 
Mexican owner left camp hastily that night, 
it was only right to suppose that he had stolen 
Baby from the person who had bought her 
from Jack. 

Baby resumed her irritating and. vicious 
career just where she left it off when she left 
the army at Las Lunas, and before we were 
well off the Staked Plains and into the grassy 
valleys of the Panhandle, she had earned the 
hatred of every packer in the train. When her 
pack had been carefully acjusted to her aparejo, 
she had a knack of rolling on the prairie and 
wrecking the whole fabric, driving her packer 
into paroxysms of profanity ; she had a social 
way of visiting round camp at night, when 
she ought to have been hitched to her picket 
line, keeping her packer awake from his rest 
and scaring the wits out of sentries with her 
heels, when they attempted to secure her. 
always in trouble; everybody 







mines, and of a dissolute, vicious, undersized, | Clubbed her as freely as she kicked all men and 
Roman-nosed mustang stallion of a neighbor- mules; her grain was stinted, but she grew 
ing hacienda, We mention the Roman nose of | fat; her pack was overloaded, but she simply 
the father, as the possession of that feature in | rolled it into wreckage, driving her masters in- 
a horse indicates a character depraved beyond | sane; and she lived and thrived, feared by her 












































































































the conception of any but a Western mind. 
The early youth of Baby was uninteresting, 
and her public career may be said to date from 


| kindred, detested by man. 





She was trans- 
ferred experimentally from the pack train to 
Tim Daily's six-mule team, asa matter of dis- 


the nocturnal visit to Santa Margarita of a | Cipline, for Tim was known asa mule tamer, 


band of vagrant Mescalero Apaches, who, after 
“burning the town and scalping its population, 
ran off every hoof of live stock in sight and 
hurried them over the Arizona line into a quiet 
valley in the Sierra Nevada. 

A government mule’s existence has passed 
into a military proverb as a type of wretched- 
ness; but that life is one of ease and luxury 
compared with the career of an Apache mule, 








and as the one teamster who could work and 
flog anything on four legs into obedience. But 
the Baby was unconquerable ; and after she 
had chewed his harness into pulp, had eaten 
the hair off the manes and tails of her com 
panions in the team, and had broken one of 
Tim’s ribs, Mr. Daily returned her to the pack 
train in disgust. Then Slim Jim Billings took 
her in hand and tried her under the sad- 


We may, therefore, consider it a happy day for | dle; but with her the unexpected was always 


Baby when her Apache master swapped her 
with Don Pedro Baca for a hundred rounds of 
Winchester rifle ammunition, and that exvel- 
lent citizen hurried her off to Tucson. 
again, she made a step upward in the scale of 
happiness when she passed into the hands of 
Colonel Dan Orton in exchange for forty blue 
chips, redeemable for as many dollars at the 
colonel’s monte bank in the Chiricahua saloon. 

Colonel Orton knew his neighbors in Tucson, 
and, knowing them, was not the man to keep 
live stock on his hands very long; so before 
many days he traded Baby to a discouraged 
miner, for a hole in the ground entitled the 
Holy Terror silver mine, which the gallant 
colonel believed he could work off on some con- 
fiding Eastern capitalist as a bonanza. 
a week later, adorned with an aparejo and 
loaded with a miscellaneous assortment of camp 
equipage, Baby trailed out of Tucson behind 
a lean, paint pony on which her new master 
was mounted. Three months later, master and 


Here, | 


happening, and, as Jim had only one neck, he 
sent back the uncertain Baby to her aparejo 
and pack. 

I became closely associated with Baby in a 
camp we made ina lovely spot in the grassy 
bottom of the Palo Duro, after a hard, hot ride 
over the plains. It was my ill-luck to be de- 
| tailed for guard, aduty which kept me many 

bours in the saddle, guarding our grazing herd. 
The animals were tired and hungry, and con- 
tent to crop the rich green grass over a small 
area. But not so Baby. She hungered for the 
brown, withered, juiceless grasses of the hills 
and kept edging off there, followed by all the 
fool mules in the herd, who regarded Baby as a 
miracle of wisdom and wickedness, It was an- 


About | noying and irritating, for I was kept on the 


| move driving her back, and my own horse was 
tired and hungry. I made up my mind to give 
her a lesson and a surprise, and I approached 
| her cautiously, swinging my lariat with an 
iron picket pin on the end of it. I intended to 


mule were on the Little Colorado, hopelessly | break her ribs with that contrivance, and she 


bankrupted and badly discouraged. When a 
division of the Wheeler government survey 
rode down from the mountains into the valley 
and went into camp with the disconsolate 
miner, a good dinner and the company of 
human kind gave things a more roseate hue. 
As the expedition had lost a number of 
animals in the mountains and Baby was a 
likely-looking mule, her master turned her 
over to the officer in command and started for 
Prescott, Arizona, with a voucher for a hun- 
dred dollars in hissaddle pocket, payable by the 
department quartermaster. Thus it was that 
Baby entered the military service of Uncle 
Sam, and became a member in good standing 
of the expeditionary pack train. 

Four months later the Wheeler expedition 
rode into Fort Wingate with a lot of lean, 
worn-out horses, wicked, sore-backed mules, 
and the most thoroughly disgusted, science- 
hating lot of cavalrymen in the service; soldiers 
who believed that surveys were simply official 
schemes for torturing men into insanity. Baby 
arrived with the outfit, and with a reputation 
of being the meanest broncho mule in the Rocky 
Mountains. 


She was pointed out to me by a limping 
packer named Bill Stebbins, who looked at her 
solemnly and said : ‘*‘ Young feller! That's an 


infernal little mule, that’s meaner’n Apache, 
tougher’n a dry camp, quicker’n chain lightnin’, 
an’ fer all roun’ cussedness can beat any rattle 
snake tween Wingate an’ hell. She can kick 
higher’n the stars, an’ bite like a wolf, an’ ye 
can see she looks milder’n a Moki squaw. I 
kinder tuk a shineto her at fust an’ sorter 
put conferdence in her, an’ now I'm limpin’ 
round with a busted knee; consarn her 
Greaser hide.” 

Later on Baby and her sore-backed com.- 
panions were sent to Sante Fe under charge 
of Corporal Jack Doyle and four men; but 
somehow Baby got lost on the road, and 
though a stout affidavit took her off the quar. 
termaster's accounts all right, public opinion 
in the cavalry quarters at Wingate hinted 
that Corporal Jack had traded her to a Greaser 
in Las Lunas for whisky and other commodi 
ties. 

When the troops at Wingate were ordered 
into the field in Texas to co-operate with Miles 
in the Panhandle, we camped en route ata 
water hole on the trail not far from the Tucum- 
cari mountain beyond Fort Bascom, where 
some Mexican carretas were corraled. The 
Mexican stock was herded not far from ours. 
and as I was on herd guard that day, I kept 
moving between the two cavaleades. When 
at sundown the orderly trumpeter blew the 


recal) for the herd, I saw a mule dash away | 


from the Mexicans and come squealing and 
charging into our camp. It was Baby, and 
any doubts as to her identity were quickly dis- 
sipated by the way she appropriated the lion’s 


share of the feed grain of the pack traia to | 


herself, and the vigorous manner in which she 
beat a tattoo on the ribs of a big shave-tail | 
Missouri mule that was foolish enough to dis- 
pute her rights, She was formally identified 








apparently did not observe my approach. 
That's where I made a mistake. A mule can 
see in seventy different directions at once, and 
I am convinced that Argus wasa mule. Baby 
knew I was coming and was laying for me, so 
to speak. When I was within striking dis- 
tance Baby appeared to stand on the tips of 
her ears, her hind legs fanned the air fora brief 
moment and then shot out straight, striking 
my booted leg like a combined thunderbolt 
and meat axe, giving me a shock that made 
me taint and sick at the stomach. ‘Then she 
squealed gently and moved into the thick of 
the herd. 

I rocked in the saddle nursing my leg, filling 
the valley with language, and then in an agony 
of pain rolled from the back of my horse to 
the grass, while Tom Mulhall roared till the 
tears rolled down his face watching me. I 
thought my leg was smashed, for the sharp 
hoof had cut through boot-leg, trowsers, socks, 
and underclothing into the bone. I was lame 
for a month, and the many clubbingsI gave 
her seemed to affect Baby very little and did 
not take the pain from the wound, With me 
she was entirely outside the pale of human 
sympathy, an animated target for iil-usage. 
Yet she gave as good as she got. 

Starved and clubbed all that winter, the 
spring found her the fattest and liveliest beast 
in camp, as ugly and vivacious as in her early 
Arizona days. When we got back to the set- 
tlements, and we were homeward bound for 
Wingate, she, being a presentable mule, was 
sent into Santa with Tom Baxter's team for 
supplies, while the column swung round to 
Pino's Ranch and on to Pena Blanca on the 
Rio Grande, to await her arrival. ; 

Tom Baxter left Santa Fe with a skin and 
canteen fu!l of bad whisky, and after he had 
pulled up on the mesa of La Bajada, he 
crawled into the wagon to take a snooze. 
He awoke later to find his wagon traveling at 
an unusually rapid pace, and looking out, his 
heart stood still. He was whirling rapidly down 
La Bajada hill, the steepest and most dangerous 
in the territory. The trail was little more 
than wagon wide, and ran between a wall of 
rock and the sheer depths of an ugly canyon. 
Teams going down its dangerous length, locked 
wheels, braced back the animals on the tongue, 
and slipped down carefully and cautiously. No 
wonder the cold sweat stood on Tom's face, to 
find his wagon running wild down such a road. 
He crawled out over the tail-board and leaned 
against the rocky wall, watching the wagon 
whose momentum increased every second, 
rushing down toward the gray plain that 
stretched out towards the river. 

The terrified mules felt that they were in the 
clutch of fate, as they screamed and stretched 
down the sheer wagon trail, in a vain endeavor 
to get away from the burden that pushed 
them relentlessly along. The pace increased ; 
the wagon rocked, and now a wheel mule 
dropped in the traces ; but its maddened com- 
panions tore along, squealing with terror. 


Now the other wheeler is down and the wagon | 


sways in a way that makes the staring, white- 





faced Baxter pant and turn sick. But down 
the hill the frightful race continued, the terri- 
fied lead-mules tending in towards the wall 
and away from the black depths that appalled. 
The heavy wagon had now the momentum of 
a locomotive, when it struck a projecting boul- 
der, was swung around, staggered on the edge 
of the dark ravine, and then went over the 
side like an avalanche, dragging its wretched, 
wild-screaming, harnessed victims to death 
and destruction in the black bottom of the 
canyon. 

Baxter staggered down the trail, sobered and 
sick, hardly daring to look into the canyon 
where the brutes had fallen, feeling that his 
drunken carelessness had caused the death of 
his animals ; and reaching the foot of the hitl 
he turned up the canyon to find the wreck. 
The wagon was in splinters, its cargo scattered 
around; all the mules were dead, save Baby, 
and she, with broken legs and great gasping 
sobs, was dying in awful agony. Tears came 
to Baxter's eyes as he put a pistol to the brave 
little brute’s head and finished her earthly 
career. 

Then he turned away, waited for his detach- 
ment to join him, and came into camp, a pri- 
soner, to tell how the unconquerable Baby had 
died, JOSEPH SMITH. 
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The Adventures of Jones. 


IIIl.— HOG-RAISING IN THE BLACK BELT. 

Jackson Peters had just observed that a 
friend from the South was visiting him. 

“‘ Indeed ?” was Jones’ comment. ‘ Well, 
don’t tell him any of your impossible stories, 
or he'll never visit you again. How do you 
think that soulful symphony of yours about 
the Montana young lady you used to know, 
who killed the mountain lion, and twisted off 
his agile tail and wore it for a boa, would im- 
press a personal friend ?” 

“That is one of your own stories, Jones,” 
returned Peters stoutly. 

‘Originally, yes, of course; all of your 
stories, Jackson, were once mine. But I long 
ago forswore such crass, open-faced romances. 
If I can’t tell an artistic story now, I keep 
still. By the way, speaking of the South, did 
lever relate my experience at hog-raising in 
the Black Belt ?” 

Jackson Peters was inclined to think that he 
had, but he said, ‘‘ No.” 

““I thought not,” replied Jones, as he looked 
at Smith complacently. ‘I seldom repeat my- 
self. The recollection, Jackson, which is 
galloping through the reaches of your mind is 
of my experience in Ohio at crossing the com- 
mon honey-bee with the fire-fly, and gettinga 
bee which could work all night. You should 
strive not to allow your memories to become 
confused. I went down into the Black Belt 





shortly after the war, when it was a good deal 
blacker than itis now. It was in central Ala- 
bama. The niggers, gentlemen, were so thick 
that they actually darkened the landscape. 
The whole region was gloomy with Africans. 
It seemed like a partial eclipse of the sun all 
the while. I hada plan at one time to set up 
reflectors about, here and there, to lighten up 
things a little, but I never carried it ont. I 
said that I engaged in hog-raising. I dic, but 
I did not grow the native razor-back variety. 
You know the old Southern excuse for this 
style of swine—that it doesn’t pay to raisea 
hog that can’t run faster than a nigger. Still, 
I determined to grow the obese style of porker 
which we see in the fashion plates of the agri- 
cultural papers.” Jones paused and puffed re- 
flectively at his cigar. 

‘* Makes me think of an experience an uncle 
of mine had in Georgia,” said Jackson Peters, 
“Raising chickens —chickens disappeared 
every night. He rigged up an artificial explo- 
sive pullet on the principle of a torpedo, and 
set it on the ground near his hen-house. After 
that neighboring negroes disappeared every 
night. Ran on until finally the pastor of the 
African Methodist church mysteriously drop- 
ped out of sight, and then the government——” 

** Jackson,” broke in Jones solemnly, ‘‘ who 
was telling a Black Belt story—you or I? I 
never thought when I had youin my Second 
Reader class at Hemlock Hollow that you 
would so forget the respect you owe the man 
responsible for your early education, As I was 
saying, gentlemen, I determined to raise portly, 
short-legged hogs. I knew what I had to 
contend with. I owned at that time a fine 
full-blooded bull-dog named the Whited Sepul- 
chre. He was a very intelligent beast, and 
game. I sent to New Orleans and had made a 
rubber hog—that is, a rubber bag which, when 
inflated, had the exact outlines of one of my 
fine swine, It was light, strong and pliable. I 
put this on my dog precisely as a diver 
puts on his suit. I allowed the animal's 
feet, nose, and eyes to remain on the outside , 
and then I blew up this artificial skin with a 
small bellows. It transformed him into a very 
presentable half-grown blooded pig. A farmer 
or stock-raiser could no doubt have distin- 
guished him from the genuine article, but I be- 
lieve that he would have deceived the editor of 
an agricultural paper. I then trained him tu 
stay with my swine, but not to run off with 
them when they were frightened. In fact, in- 
telligent as the beast was, I doubt if I could 
have taught him to run from anything. The 
chapter on The Retreat seemed to have been 
lost from that dog's book of military tactics, 
The first evening I had my hogs turned out in 
the pasture in charge of my inflsted dog, I 
determined to watch the proceedings. The 
swine were busily engaged in hunting for 
pecan-nuts, when a friend and brother in the 
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guise of a large colored person with a fond- 
ness for fresh pork emerged from some neigh- 
boring brush. Instinct seemed to teach all of 
those hogs except one to make off as fast as 
their short and largely ornamental legs would 
carry them, The dark voter came up rapidly, 
and started to fall upon this loitering swine. 
Gentlemen, I was myself startled to see 
that hog rear on his hind legs, utter a 
deep blood-curdling bark, and leap for the 
throat of the gentleman from Africa, He just 
missed, and the nigger turned and ran as I 
never saw another free American citizen run 
before or since. The Whited Sepulchre kept 
close behind, giving vent to hollow barks. 
They crashed away through the underbrush 
and were lost to sight. Ina half-hour the dog 
returned, and I was alarmed to see acalm ex- 
pression of satisfaction in his eye which made 
me fear the worst. However, I conducted my 
hog plantation for two years and never missed 
.& hog. I cleared $30,000, but lost it all the 
next year on a pop-corn farm in Kentucky.” 

Jones paused, leaned back in his chair, and 
looked reflectively at the floor. Jackson Peters 
sniffed the air and said 

“Jones, this is unworthy of you, This 
silence is but a flimsy scheme to make us ask 
you how it happened.” 

‘*As usual, Jackson, you’re mistaken. It is 
a matter of public record in the Reports of the 
Agricultural Department that tramps fired my 
barn where I had my crops stored. Of course 
the corn popped, and there being several 
thousand bushels of it, it foamed all over the 
township to the average depth of ten feet. I 
was sued right and left for heavy damages, and 
came out, gentlemen, with only two thousand 
dollars in the world.—Harper's Weekly. 








The Tremor of Battle. 





In the last year of the war, when immense 
bounties were offered and the draft forced men 
into the army, the coward was caught in the 
net with the brave man, but for the first two 
years cowardice in the face of the enemy was 
a thing unknown. The coward knew himself 
and refused to enlist. He did not appear until 
forced to by avarice or the provost marshal. 
Then he was an object of pity as well as of con- 
tempt. 

The tremor of battle is a queer, strange thing. 
Had it not been so general it would have been 
mistaken for cowardice. It came not only 
with the first battle, but with the second, 
third, fourth—with each and every one down 
to the last. The veteran was afflicted as 
strongly as the raw recruit—the officer as well 
as the private. And yet men knew not of 
themselves that they were afflicted. They saw 
it in others—others saw it in them. 

Here is a regiment of cavalry on the left. On 
our right is a battery, with infantry supports 
lying down. Beyond the battery infantry are 
lying behind a breast-work. Beyond them 
thereis heavy fighting. We have been sitting 
on our horses for an hour or more. We have 
lost five or six men and as many horses by stray 
bullets and fragments of shell. When we 
were wheeled into position here men were jok- 
ing and laughing. We have not been under fire, 
but the suspense has been eating away at the 
nerves. We know why we are here. The 
enemy’s right flank is opposite us, sheltered by 
woods. It is flank against flank. We are 
watching each other. The horses catch the tre- 
mor first. They champ their bits and foam at 
the mouth, They toss their heads and paw the 
earth. The sweat starts out on the neck, the 
eye of every animal has a sullen, baleful look, 
and here and there a horse either tries to lie 
down or rears up and paws the air. We speak 
to them soothingly and kindly and stroke their 
necks, A dig of the spurs would render them 
uncontrollable. A harsh word might excite 
them to fury. 

I am not afraid. This is my ninth battle. 
I have been twice wounded. I have been pro- 
moted for bravery in the face of the enemy. If 
the colonel should ask me to ride to the rear 
with an order I would beg that someone else 
be selected. And yet, I am apparently suffer- 
ing that mental and physical agony endured by 
a constitutional coward. My teeth chatter. 
My chin quivers. I feel so weak in the knees 
that I know I should fall down if out of the 
saddle, I am trembling from head to heel, and 
my breathing is hoarse and labored. Is it fear? 
No! It does not occur to me that I am in the 
slightest danger. The suspense has simply re- 
laxed my nerves, and my mind canrot control 
them, The trooper on my right is as pale-faced 
as a dead man—the one on my left shakes like 
a man with the ague. It is so with all the 
others. Weare waiting. It is the suspense, 

* Attention!” 

Ah! that’s a relief to both men and horses! 
A body of the enemy’s cavalry appears on the 
edge of the forest. Each man draws a long 
breath. The suspense is broken ! 

** Draw sabre !” 

Better and better! My teeth no longer chat- 
ter, but I find my jaws hard shut. The fingers 
gripping the hilt of my sabre have found their 
strength. I can feel my horse pulling himself 
together under me. 

“ Forward—trot!” 

At last we have something to do! The 
enemy are forming to charge the battery. We 
are moving out to fall upon him. The terror 
has vanished. I feel the strength of a giant in 
my sword arm, and my horse moves as if on 
springs. 

** Gallop—charge—hurrah—'rah !" 

Five minutes ago one might have looked us 
over and decided that we were a regiment of 
poltroons waiting fora chance to bolt to the 
rear. There are no laggards as we charge. 
Every man is using the spur—every volce 
cheering. We are thundering on to certain 
death for some, but there is no fear—no care. 
With naked sabres flashing in a cloud of dust 
—with every horse at full gallop—with every 
trooper bending forward in his saddle, we 
strike the enemy asa wave rushes against a 
shore, and only brave men will be lying dead 
when the melee is ended. Afraid? Why, man, 
those of us who return to the flank curse the 
enemy that he did not give us a longer fight — 
curse our own officers for checking the pursuit 
before it led us into ambush and annihilation ! 
That was to be expected. Tremor comes be- 
fore the charge—exultation after it. The sol- 
dier has no control over either,— Detroit Free 
Press. 
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DENTISTRY. 





R. McLAUGHLIN, Dentist 


Cor. College and Yonge Streets. Tel. 4203 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth, 


DR. C. H. BOSANKO 


Dentists 


Rooms No. 45 King Street West 
OVER HOOPER’S DRUG STORE 


D® ALFRED F. WEBSTER, 
DENTIST 
Has removed to 32 Bloor Street West. 


D® HAROLD CLARK 


DENTIST 
45 King Street West (Over Hooper's Drug Store), Toronto, 


DR. FRANK J. STOWE, Dentist 

Student of De. Parmly Brown, New York. Office, 468 
Spadina Ave., close to College St. Teeth filled evenings by 
use of Electric Mouth Iiluminator,. 


M W.SPARROW,L D.S , Dental Surgeon 

. Central Hental Parlors 

N. W. Cor. Spadina Avenue and Queen Street, Toronto, 
Special attention paid to painiess operating. 





Tel, 3868 











MEDICAL, 


MASSAGE 


THOFMAS COOK, 204 King Street West 
TELEPHONE 1286. 


R JOHN S. KING 


Late of Sherbsurne Street, has cpened a suite of 
Cffices in the 
Oddfellows’ Building, cor. Yonge & College Sts. 
Office hours 9te 10am., 2to4and 7 to9 pm; Sunday 
hours, 2to 3 and 830 to 930 pm. Entrance on College 
Street; vight call on Yonge Street. Telephone 4272 


Dr. Oronhyatekha 


Special attention given to diseases of Throat, Lungs and 
Nervous System, Electricity and Inhalations. 

Consultation rooms, 29 and 30 Canada Life Building. 
Houre—10 a.m. till 4 p.m., and 7 to 8 p.m. 


M. ROSEBRUGH, M.D., 
" EYE AND EAR SURGEON 
137 CHURCH STREETS, TOKYONTY. 


R. ANDERSON 
Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist 
Telephone 3922. No. 6 College Street, Toronto. 


OHN B. HALL, M D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOMCOPATHIST 
Specialties— Diseases of Ohildrea and Nervous Diseaces 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


D® PALMER 


4AO College Street 
Telephone 3190. 8rd Door from Yonge Street. 











ESUCATIONAL, 


GALBRAITH ACADEMY 


In affiliation with Academie Julian, Paris, France. 


School of Painting, Modeling and Drawing 


Young Women’s Christian Guild Bullding 
19 and 21 McGill Street, Teronto 


The _— advances from the study of the finest antiques 
to the living model. 

Proressorns—G. A. REID, R.C.A., J. W. L. FORSTER, 
RC.A., HAMILTON McOARTHY, R.0.A.,, L. R. 
O'BRIEN, RC.A. 

Circulars and terms on application at the studios, or by 
mail on addressing the Secretary. 


MONSARRAT HOUSE 


I Classic Ave., Toronto. 


Boarding and Day School for Young Ladies 
MISS VENNOR, Principal 


(Late Trebover House, London, Eng.) 


A thorough ovurse of instru tion will be given in Eng- 
lich, Mathematics and Modern Languages. Pupils pre- 
pared for University examinations. Classes in Swedish 
Carving will also be held twice a week 

For terms and prospectus apply to Principal. 


“it’s so!” 


TORONT® and STRATFORD 


Undoubtedly the largest, best equipped, most 
popular and best business colleges in Canada. 


ATTEND ONLY THE BEST--IT PAYS 


SPECIAL during July for teachers and high school 
SUMMER students. Inepection invited. Call or 
SESSION write for particulars. 
Location of Toronto School— 
Cor. Yonge and Gerrard 
SHAW & ELLIOTT, Principals. 





@—ror aD 
USINESS 
EDUCATION 






MEISTERSCHAFT SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES 
20 Queen Street Weat 
Conversational lessons in French, German, Italian, Span 
ish, Classics and Mathematics. Preparations for University 
examinations. J. V. CUSIN, Principal. 





Toward the Bottom of the Scale. 


Riley (with exceeding great comfort)—It’s all 
very well, Cronin, fur thim big bugs t’ live th’ 
ways they do, but give me contintmint, me 
boy; give me contintmine, (As Mrs, Riley 
enters.) Phwat in hivin’s nem hov yez in yure 
hat. Mathildy ? 

Mrs, Riley—A goose-wing, Parthrick. 

Riley—Tek i+ out, an’ Oi buys yez an ostrick- 
phlume t’-morry. Mulchy's woife wears thim, 
an’ him gittin’ sivinty-foive cints a day agin 
me dollar an’ a quarther. 





A Pertinent Question, 


Freddie—Ma, didn’t the missionary say that 
the savages didn’t wear any clothes / 

Mother— Yes, my boy. 

“Then why did pa puta button in the mis- 


sionary box?” 


—- 


A Natural Query. 
** T lost a leg at Gettysburg,” said the veteran, 





talking to the sweet girl graduate. 


“How awful!” said she ; ‘and did you find 


it again, captain?” 
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though he was either unconscious or wander- 
ing in his mind most of this time I learned to 
love him, Southern girl that I was, and taught 
that the men of the North were unworthy of 
our respect or love. He would not know me in 
name ox person were he alive, but I know that 
in his weakness he recogniz2d me as a friend, 
and it is with the tenderest feelings of my 
heart that I send this token of respect and 
affection for his memory. Were he alive he 
would only remember me as I appeared before 
him, in the disguise of a colored maid, which I 
assumed for the sake ot doing my work with 
the least hindrance. 

The poor sufferer upon whom I waited 
would remember me only as a dark-faced slave 
girl for whom the other visitors at the hospital 
had no word of greeting or recognition. I 
wished it to be so for this reason: I was the 
daughter of an officer high in command in the 
Southern army. In the circle in which I 
moved it could not be known that one who 


The Unused Wreath. 


CHAPTER I. 

OUNDED and a prisoner, a 

young Union officer lay ina 

Southern hospital, gathered 

up by the Confederate sur- 

geons after one of the sharp 

battles which prefaced the 

siege of Vicksburg. Insensible from loss of 
blood when found, a shattered arm had been 
amputated and a high fever was consuming 
his small remnant of strength. The Southern 
surgeons did what they could for the ‘‘ poor 
Yank,” but shook their heads over him as a 
hopeless case each time they ministered to 
him. ‘‘He needs nursing more than medi- 
cine,” they said, but this for him, under the 
conditions, seemed unattainable. Almost un- 
conscious, his name even unknown, the over- 
worked assistants in the crowded wards 
could give but too little attention to the 























The quality and quantity for the price 


(4 cakes for 25 cents) makes it the cheap- 
est Soap for every use and every want. 


All who use it say so. 





wounded of their own side. 


gent mistress. 


found time to bestow. 


the tides of life, so nearly run out, 
to slowly flow back into his fevered veins, 


Just then the order came for an immediate ex- 
change of prisoners, and all Union patients in 
Most of these 
could bear removal without serious risk, but 
not so the patient waited upon by the dark- 


the hospital were included. 


faced young woman. To his weak, fevered 


frame the change, the exposure of long travel 
and consequent lack of care seemed his sure 
warrant of death. The kind-hearted surgeon 
felt that this was so and made his professional 
remonstrance, but in vain; the orders were 
from headquarters, not to be easily changed, 
and with his feelings of humanity stirred to 
pity the surgeon saw the weak sufferer taken 


from his bed to undergo the ordeal of travel. 


His devoted nurse of course could make no re- 


monstrance; she could do no more now than 
to bathe his pale brow for the last time, and 


turn from his empty couch with her dark eyes 


filled to overflowing with the tears she vainly 
strove to hide. But no word of love had ever 
been spoken between these two,and whatever 
of affection the dark-eyed nurse may have 
felt for her patient had been expressed 
only in tender care and wearyless watching by 
his silent bedside. For him, scarcely conscious 
of life at first, and too weak to speak above a 
whisper on his removal, no word had passed 
hislips to the faithful girl who ministered to 
him to express more than gratitude. 

If at times his weak hand had clasped hers 
with a feeble pressure, or his eyes sought hers 
with looks of tender enquiry, no word or wish 
had been expressed to show that a deeper 
feeling than gratitude was struggling in his 
heart. So they parted at his bedside, he to 
start on the journey which the doctors felt he 
was unable to end in life, she to go out of the 
dreary hospital, comforted with a tender word 
from no one but that of the ever kind surgeon 
in charge. 


CHAPTER II. 

The president of the Union National Bank 
of the city of R , N.Y., @ one-armed vet- 
eran, sat in his office one pleasant spring morn- 
ing, when his cousin, the postmaster, bearing 
a letter and a large package, camein. He was 
a soldier of the same regiment, and besides 
being cousins they were most intimate friends, 

‘* Here, Colonel,” he said, placing on his desk 
the letter and a wide, flat box, ‘*‘are two ar- 
ticles which came through the oflice addressed 
to me, but on reading the letter I think you are 
the most suitable one to answer, and I hope 
you will do so in proper spirit, though the 
writer makes one request that perhaps you 
will defer toa later day. Butdothe best you 
can, Colonel, and I'll see you later,” and his 
jovial caller bustled out. 

The mystified bank president looked at the 
address on the letter and saw it was not 
written with a business scrawl, but in a deli- 
cate lady’s handwriting. He opened the box 
and his cheeks paled for a moment as he saw a 
large wreath of fragrant Southern flowers tied 
with a mourning emblem. To clear the 
mystery to his mind he read the opened letter, 
which read a; follows : 

VicKsBURG, Miss., May 20, 18— 
To the Postmaster at R —— , N.Y. 

Dear Sir,—1 hope you will forgive the 
liberty I take in writing to you and asking a 
favor at your hands, but my motive in doing 
this will, I am sure, be sufficient excuse. I 
have but recently seen your name as post- 
master of your city and recognize the surname 
as that of a young soldier of the Northern 
Army who was severely wounded at the 
battle of Murphreesboro, and being taken 
prisoner was in the hospital in this city 
for nearly two months when he, with others, 
was exchanged to be taken North. Of his bis- 
tory I know nothing beyond his name, and the 
regiment to which he belonged, and this fact, 
that once in a moment of delirium he spoke 
the name of the city in which you reside. I 
believe you may be a relative, perhaps even a 
brother, and ! beg that the accompanying 
wreath may, with others, be given a place upon 
his grave on your coming Memorial Day. He 
was weak and almost unconscious when taken 
from the hospital, indeed, so low that the sur. 
geon had no belief that he could live to bear 
the travel, but it has ever been my hope that 
he was permitted to survive long enough to be 
met by his friends, [t was my privilege to 
nurse him through a part of his stay here, and 





But one morning 
among the visitors who came was a young wo- 
man, tall and graceful in form, with gentle 
manner, but plainly dressed, and showing in 
the deep olive tint of her skin and the glossy 
waves of dark hair signs of the servile race, 
which caused her to be set down by those about 
as'the well bred and trusted maid of an indul- 
She bore with her a basket of 
dainties which she gave to all, but some of the 
more observant of her white fellow-workers 
noticed that she seemed especially touched by 
the helpless state of the young Union officer, 
and gave him attentions which others had not 
On the morrow she 
repeated her visit to his bedside, and even 
gave him more time and care than before, 
which continuation of partiality was not un- 
noticed by the others, and might have been re- 
sented by some, had they not noticed as well 
that the surgeon in chief paid the gentle, dark- 
faced girl full measure of respect and gave her 
his most willing aid in any way she desired. 
Aided by her tender ministrations the sufferer 
slowly rallied, his wounds were healing and 
began 
























especial sympathy and care to one of the ene- 
mies of that cause, even though sick and 
wounded, But my heart 
wounded soldier at my first sight of his help- 
less, sad condition, weak with his wounds, 
and I took the only way I saw in which I could 
help him best. In the disguise assumed I 
could have done but little but that the doctor 
in charge was an old friend of my family and 
saw through my disguise. Possessed of a 
most kind and noble heart, he gave me full 
sympathy and all assistance in his power. It 
was against his wishes that the weak and 
wounded officer was included in the exchange 
of prisoners, for he believed the removal in his 
weak state could not fail to be fatal to him. 

But the orders were peremptory, and he told 
me that no good could come from his refusal to 
obey, as this would only lead to his own re- 
moval and the appointment of one who would 
do so without questioning. I write this out of 
respect to the memory of Dr. > & most 
kind and aoble man, who, being dead, cannot 
speak for himself to explain the act which 
must have seemed cruel to the friends of the 
wounded officer. For myself I will only ask 
that the wreath of Southern flowers, sent with 
this letter, may be placed if possible upon this 
officer’s grave as a token of sincere affection 
from one who perhaps ought to have been his 
enemy, but could only be his friend. 

Miss ANNIE E, F, 

Locked in his private room he read and re- 
read with kisses this letter which had 
awakened feelings long buried in his heart. 
Could his nearest friends have been present 
then they might have found the answer to the 
question often in their minds ‘‘why he had 
never married.” The next mail going South 
bore a letter from the President of the Union 
National Bank, addressed to ‘‘ Miss Annie E. 
F , Atlanta, Ga.” 

It contained an answer to the one he had 
read, but only the closing sentence need ba re- 
peated. This asked the question, ‘* Shall I 
come?” and certainly must have been an- 
swered in the aflirmative, for but a few days 
more passed when ‘‘ business” called the 
Northern bank oflicial South, and when he re- 
turned a Southern lady accompanied him as 
his wife. 

She was not dark, she was fair and graceful, 
but certainly bore a strong resemblance to the 
young woman who had so tenderly nursed the 
wounded soldier in the Southern hospital. 

The wreath of flowers is yet unused for the 
purpose intended, but it hangs overa mantel 
in the bank president’s elegant home, and be- 
fore it he often stands with his one strong arm 
about his Southern bride, and thanks God that 
the twined circlet of flowers and leaves decor- 
ates, not his grave, but a home made happy by 
its maker’s presence and love.—Isaac F. Eaton 
in Texas Siftings. 











Cricket Notes. 


THE SEVEN STAGES OF CRICKET, 





All the world’s a field, 
And all tha men and women cricket players. 
They have their innings and their flelding out, 
And one man in his time plays many games. 
His life being seven matches. First, the iofant, 
Mowing and poking at his nurse's slows : 
And then the schoolhoy boundless in ambition, 
But green in judging lengths, slogging like fun, 
And bowled by yorkers; then tha uniergrad., 
Smoking strange weeds, and blaz>red like the Turk, 
Heedless of honors, puppet of every fancy 
Seeking a college reputation, 
Even in the school’s despite and then the lover, 
Shying like Frenchman, with a woeful habit 
Of dropping all his catches; then the husband 
With waist ex panding, to short runs inclined, 
With eyes correct and coat of formal cut, 
Full of old joye and new locumbrance, 
And eo he meets his match. The sixth is played 
By the etiff pater with his growing lads, 
With epsctacies on nose and bat in hand ; 
They trundle at the stumps a world too fast 
For his sore shins; yet his big manly heart, 
Turning again towards youthfal pleasure, glows, 
And revels at each ball. Last matoh of all, 
Which ende the sturdy cricketer’s career, 
Is played in bis arm-chair at second hand, 
Sans bat, sans }a!l, sans sbumpe, sans everything. 
ANON 
Toronto C. C. took possession of ‘Varsity 
lawn on Saturday and for the balance of the 
season will use it as its club ground. It is to 
be hopad that, now it possesses a locus oper- 
andi, the lack of organization which has 
distinguished it hitherto this season will dis- 
appear. Theclub puta fairly strong eleven in 
the field on Saturday against Upper Canada 
College and the boys added another victory to 
their list of wins. Rev. F. W. Terry played 
for them and put up 48 after being let off before 
he had scored a run. Counsell made 20 and 
Waldie 21, not out; these three made 89 out of 
108. Laing took 8 wickets for 43 runs, a 
good analysis against an eleven which plays 
the most scientific all-round cricket in 
Toronto, perhaps in Canada. For Tor- 
onto three men _ likewise obtained the 
majority of the runs, 64 out of 79, Goldingham 
39, McLaughlin 14, Wood 11. In Toronto's 
second innings Laing put up 59, not a faultless 
innings as he gave a couple of chances, but his 
cutting and placing were good. Taken in con- 
junction with his bowling analysis Laing's 
cricket was a good all-round performance, and 
the form he is showing this year entitles him 
to rank amongst the best men we have in the 
country. He cannot be called an all-round 


should have had deeply at heart the cause for 
which her father was fighting would give 


went out to the 





bat, as he is weak on the lez where he misses 
plenty of chances to score, a weakness which is 
very noticeable among Toronto players. Stokes 
put up a goodinnings of 22, playing a free 
strong bat with some very pretty wrist work. 
Allison’s 12 was also a good innings, made 
chiefly by leg hits off Boultbee, ‘‘ nate strokes, 
and to which he is moighty partial,” as Mickey 
Free would say. The ’Varsity captain is in 
good form, having come off in either bowling 
or batting in every match in which he has 
played. Through his kindness I am 
able to give a list of the ’Varsity bowl- 
ing and batting averages of this season. 
"Varsity has played six matches, of which they 
have lost four, drawn one and won one. Their 
highest score in any innings was 91 and the 
lowest 26, The total number of runs obtained 
in all their innings, eight in all, was 534, an 
average of a little more than 66 runs per 
innings. Allison heads the batting average 
with 17.8 in 8 innings, highest score 39 ; total 
number of runs 142, Casey averages 13.8, 5 
innings, highest score 24, total 55, not out, once. 
Pope averages 9.7 in 3 innings, total 28, highest 
score 10, Bond averages 8.1 in 7 innings, total 
49, highest score 22, not out, once, Nichol 
averages 7 in 5innings, total 28, highest score 
14, Lash averages 5.4 in 5 innings, total 27, 
highest score 14. H. Kingstone, Perry and C, 
Kingstone average 4 in 7, 5, and 8 innings, 
with totals of 30, 21, and 29, and highest scores 
9,10,and 12, respectively. The bowling analysis 
reads as follows: Allison bowled 118 overs, 39 
maidens, 25 wickets for 180 runs, average 7,2 
runs per wicket. Nichol, 62 overs, 17 maidens, 
12 wickets for 104 runs, averaging 8.7 runs per 
wicket. Bond 36 overs, 9 maidens, 8 wickets 
for 68 rans, average 9.7 runs per wicket. Pope 
40 overs, 12 maidens, 7 wickets for 76 runs, 
average 10.8 runs per wicket. The best analysis 
in any match was Allison’s against East To- 
ronto, when he took 5 wickets for 14 runs, an 
average of 28 runs per wicket. The best 
analysis of any bowler who played against 
them was that of Berry, who in the same 
match took 6 wickets for 8 runs, an average of 
1.75 runs per wicket. The highest score by any 
individual bat made against ‘Varsity was that 
by Laing, 100 not out, for Toronto, which club 
also made the biggest aggregate score, 
164 for 3 wickets. Laing’s innings on that 
occasion was made up of 11 fours, 4 threes, 
8 twos and 25 singles, a_ total of 
51 hits, the first and last of which were 
fours. The’Varsity have been weak in batting 
this year but their bowling and fielding have 
been on the average as good as those of the 
clubs they have met, and all credit is due them 
for the plucky uphill games they have played. 

A match which well illustrates the glorious 
uncertainty of cricket was the defeat of the 
East Toronto by the Norway Cricket Club, 
East Toronto did not put up their best eleven, 
which was a big mistake, and the result proved 
it to be so. Norway are not by any means to 
be despised. In Garbutt they have a fast 
bowler who keeps a very good length, and 
were he to use his head more would 
be capable of doing first-class work. 
Hargreave bowls a good ball, breaking 
in from the leg with a fair speed. The batting 
of the team, however, greatly depends upon 
the performance of the first few men ; if they 
go out quickly a panic seems to seize the rest. 
This was seen several times last season, 
notably against Murray's and the West Toronto 
Junction eleven. 

Parkdale suffered another defeat last Satur- 
day, the Toronto Junction team this time ad- 
ministering the distasteful dose. The Junc- 
tionites were retired for 73 runs and in pro- 
spective, it did not seem much of a task for 
Parkdale to overtopthatnumber. The cricket- 
ers of the Flowery Suburb should never, unless 
when confronted by bad luck and a bad wicket, 
make less than a century. But on Saturday, 
I am told, four wickets were down when 
ten runs were up, seven were down for 
twenty, and it remained for the last wicket to 
prevent the innings being a wretched fizzle, 
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Mrs. Henry Peck—Isn’t this terrible ? 


dollars | 
Henry Peck—Oh, I don’t know. 
for anything he sells,— Puck, 
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Business is business. 





Ernie Dean (20 not out) and John E. Hall (last 
man in, 13) were the only ones who added any- 
thing to Leigh’s 11. Dean and Hall played 
hard and true, and it began to look as though 
they would win the game, but at 51 
Hall was retired on a long, running 
catch, On two or three occasions it 
has been noticed that when the Parkdale 
team begins to shake it speedily falls to pieces. 
This team, also, is rapidly building up a repu- 
tation for bad fielding and poor catching. One 
of the best points about the Junction team was 
its flelding, every man being as smart as a 
trap. Garrett topped the score, batting in 
his usually fine form. The three Edwards 
boys are safe players at bat and field, John 
of that ilk putting up a long and careful 
defence, though scoring with extreme caution. 
Phepoe hit hard and well, Thorne batted 
neatly and bowled with the skill of a profes- 
sional. The best bowling for the team was 
done by Jim Edwards, he getting six wickets 
for 25 runs. For Parkdale, Clark was the most 
successful, getting seven wickets for 26 runs. 


Barroclough, the professional engaged by the 
Toronto Club, got a day off last Friday to visit 
Paris, where he lived last summer, and he has 
now sent word that he will not come back, hav- 
ing secured a situation in that town. The 
Toronto Club takes its disappointment philo- 
sophically and the Paris players will be tickled. 


There are certain points about cricket that 
should be discussed so that faults may be 
remedied. This column has been started in 
SATURDAY NIGHT in order to provide cricketers 
with a corner to which they can turn for con- 
solation when they find their most import- 
ant games either ignored or passed over 
lightly by the sporting editors of the daily 
papers. The existence of such a column 
should prove of advantage to the game, 
and I will endeavor by fairness and zeal to 
make it interesting. One thing which I shall 
specially watch is the selection of the inter- 
national eleven. Those who say that the 
Canadian Association is a ring do not know 
what they are talking about. It would beim 
possible to organize cricket more fairly than it 
is organized at the present moment. No per- 
son can say this much for the old Ontario 
Association, but the new _ association 
is as new in element as it is in 
name. When I say that I will watch the 
selection of the international eleven, I do not 
mean that this column will reek with sense- 
less attacks upon the officers of the Associa- 
tion, but that it will contain right along a 
showing of the batting and bowling of those 
men likely to be chosen for the international 
match. They are on the list and my readers 
will be kept posted. 

The Australians are experiencing the ups 
and downs of cricket. After defeating Lan- 
cashire they journeyed to London and were 
defeated by Surrey. Surrey batted first, put- 
ting up 181, of which W. W. Read made 23, 
M. Read 18, Henderson 28, H. J. Key 23, Brock 
well 33 not out ; there were 29 extras. In their 


second innings they made 113, W. W. Read | 


again coming off with 27, M. Read 30, Hender- 
son 15. In the first innings of the Austra- 
lians 6 wickets went down for 35, and then 
Graham and eee made a stand, the former 
putting up 2 
for 66 not out. Trumble made 18 and Blackham 
19; total, 158. In the second innings the Aus- 
tralians all went for 80, of which Graham made 
29 and McLeod 21. For Surrey, Richardson 
bowled beautifully, 5 wickets for 57 in the first 
innings, and 6 for 38 in the second. Giffen, 
Turner and Trumble took 5 wickets each 
through the match for 63,75 and 40 runs re- 
spectively. D, G. 





A Suggestion. 


Mr. Jones—I assure you, Miss Ethel, it was a 
terrible storm. Every moment I was expect 
ing the lightning to strike the tree | was 


under. . 
Miss Ethel—Then why didn’t you get under 


some other tree ?” 


Views 
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A man in Pennsylvania sold his wife for fifty 


A man is entitled to get all he can 


5 and the latter carrying his bat | 











“A DOSE 


COUGH CURR 
a5esogsie 


Cures Consumption, Coughs, c roup, Sore 
Throat, Sold by all Druggists on a Guarantee. 


Sold by Hargreaves Bros. 


GODES - BERGER 


The only natural mineral water now supplied to Her 
Majesty, the Queen of England, under Royal Warrant. 


Professor WANkKLYN, of London, Eng., states: “I have 
analyzed the Godes-Berger water, and find that it is ex- 
quisitely pure. Ite saline ingrediente are normal, just 
those required to form an excellent table water.” 


‘Suman i 


Acting agent at Toronto : 


AUGUSTE BOLTE 


47 Colborne Street 


ADAMS PEPSIN 
Eo eee 





FOR | INDIGESTION. 


THAT TUTTI FRUTTI 
iS ON EACH S¢ PACKAGE. 


ALWAYS READY WITHOUT HEATING 


Sold oy ug 
or Sum 


s, Static ae Hardware Dealers, 
ail for 10 cen 


GI LMOUR ‘a CO., MONTREAL, 


{392 MODEL 


REMINGTON 
» TYPEWRITER 


Maehines Rented. Operators Supplied 


Telephone 120 


GEO, BENGOUGH 
10-12 Adelaide Street East, Toronto. 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 
6 and 8 Jordan Street 

This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
fully arranged and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the Best Quality, and the ALES cannot be su e 

Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, Proprietor. 
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ATT 
Holler 


BRANCHES—93 and 729 Yonge Street 
"PHONES—1496 and 4087 





NOR 
HATTER 





e. 
J. & J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 Yonge Street, TORONTO 


"Phone 2575 


Dry KindlingWood 


HARVIE & CO., 20 Sheppard Street 


Telephone 1570 or send Post Oard. 
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SEE enTaTIn ADORE SKS 
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J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 679 












PRK RNR se 
H. STONE & SON 
(DB, STONE), 
UNDERT4KERS, 237 Yonge Street. 
TELEPHONE 931 
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The Golden Lion 
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‘R w=. FOR LADIES 10,000 


The great por larity of the specially fine goods in 


newest styles is proof that this house has the best to offer. 


BLOUSE 
white lawn embroidery and lace trimmed, 
$1.35 to $2 


ne lawn, with frilled collars, cuffs and fronts, We have just finished the piano which is numbered 10,000 on 


75c., goc and $1 7 . . ss ° 
ine Empire Silk Waists, in shot surah effects, our register. We have taken special pains in its production to show 


$5 and $6.75. 
ne Silk Blouse, frill collar, front and cuffs, all what we can do. 


peernaeee =. By it we are willing to be judged. 


SHIRT WAISTS 
Fine English cambric, stiff collar and cuffs, 75c. 


pc eonaweaan We challenge the Dominion 

RE | , to beat it in Tone, Design 

WALKER & SONS an 
ML Ox Workmanship and Finish 


3343 KING STREET EAST 
© ° 
This Piano... 


Will be on exhibition in our warerooms for a few days, 


and the public are cordially invited to cal] and examine it. 





HEINTZMAN & CO. 


117 King Street West 
TORONTO 


A FASHIONABLE BAG FOR 1893 


We show this week an illustration of the newest and most fashion- 
oa —== Mc COLL’ S === 


able Travelling Bag made this season. It is specially adapted for 
visitors to the World's Fair at Chicago, as it is more commodious for 


& 
its size and is carried with less fatigue than any other shaped bag. MACHINE and 
We make these Bags in two qualities and four colors—Black, Chest- ar ine OILS in er ‘ a, 


nut, Brown and Tan. A full assortment always in stock at GOLD MEDAL OILS OF CANADA 
' ’ . ARE THE CHAMPION sy a L 
H. E. CLARKE & CO.'S, 105 King St. West} = ccoLt BROS. & CO., Oil Manutacturers ‘ TORONTO 


How French can be acquired by an easy, Rake pee ~SR seen -2 Lamebouse on Thursday, June 
rapid, and fascinating method “ without” a por the grog hari . fae ote Y. Reseowtn of 
grammar or text-book, and yet have a full com- | BIGGAR—BALLON—June 7, William Hodgins Biggar to 

Marie Louise Ballon. 


mand of all the irregular verbs and leading | praseR—HOUGH—June 7, Rev. H. Russell Fraser to 


idioms, within the compass of 800 words, will! Jesie E. Hough. 
ROBERTSON—APPLEBY—June 8, Rev. J. L. Robertson 


be fully elucidated at Prof. E. Lambert's lec- to Alice Ar pleby. 


ture Monday, at 3 p.m., at Y.M.C.A. rooms. STIFF—REID—June 7, George U. Stiff to Annie F. Reid. 
TROTTER—MONTGOMERY—June 7, Alex. Trotter to 
a | Henrietta Montgomery 


CARPET CLEANING | oe se- ss 1:28*Bees ae 


|; JONES— June 9—Mre. Ralph Jones, aged 70 


Done by the HYGIENIC Carpet- | KENNEDY—June 5, Mary Kennedy. 


: : BRISLEY—June 9, William Brisley, aged 69. 
Cleaning Machine. | CUSTACE— June 7, Catherine Custace, aged 56 
. | CREIVE—June 11, Hugh Stewart Creive. 

We also clean Carpets Without REMOV- | wacponaLD—June 11, Lizzie Macdonald. 

; | MUNSHAW—J une 8, Davio S Munshaw. 
ING from the floor if necessary. HUNTER—June 12, Harold K. Hunter, aged 4. 
WILLCCCK—June 12, John Willcock, aged 86 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. | Tat xz_ June s, Herbert Taunt, axed 3, 
ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. | 


J.& J. L.OMALLEY | eal BEST IN THE WORLD 


FURNITURE WAREROOMS 
Telephone 1057 160 Queen St. West 


White China 


NEW DESIGNS 
pan ) Berry Sets 


Cups & Saucers | 











OF THE 


Supreme Court of New York City 





A few days ago rendered a decision to the effect that 


RADAM'S MICROBE KILLER 


Was all it is represented to be as the greatest remedy of 
this modern age, and that while it was a truly wonderful) 
curative, yet it proved harmless to the users of it, and 
contained no poisonous drugs cf any kind. 


Sick People Owe a Duty to Themselve 


Do not stand idle any longer waiting for nauseaou 
Drugs to relieve you; do not lose further time, at the ex: 
pense of your life perbaps, in waiting for some expert te 
experimentally find out the cause of your trouble. 

Obtain our B mphlete and a jar of Microbe Killer fron 
your nearest Druggist (or direct from headquarters, if b 
does not keep it) and start in to use it at once. 

No other Medicine has ever been endorsed as this on 





has. 
For Sale at All Chemists Generally 
Orat ARCHDALE WILSON & CO.’S 


Specific advice furnished free from Main Office to 
applicante. 


Wo, Radam Microbe Killer Co 


(LIMITED.) 
TORONTO, ONT. 


ee 


in s ints ve ‘dj in oe Id | 
mainly through the ad- 
Vases, &C. | vise of the medical pro- 


WEDDING GIFTS fession who know its 
composition to be free 


a from all drugs and false 
WILLIAM TUNOR stimulants. It is noted 


Tel. 2177 109 King St. West for its nourishing pro- 
= eee - perties and for produ- 
The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb. cing firm fleshand tough 

Births. | muscle and as a wonder- 
ADAMS—June 3, Mre. Mercer Adame—a daughter. ful preventive of sum- 


HUNT—June 8, Mre. V. Perrie Hunt—a een. : 
TISDELL—June 3, Mrs. F. Tisdell—a son (stillborn) | : . re 
BROPHEY—June 8, Mrs. Will Broghoy —a son i mer complaint. 
LOVELL—May 27, Mre J. 8. Lovell—a daughter. . ; s ‘—— 
CATTO—June 9, Mrs. James Catto—a son. Sample mailed free on application, | 
BOWDEN— June 9, Mre. F. A. Bowden—a son. Thos. Leeming & Co., Montreal. 


BALNES—June 9, Mre E Baines, Napanee—a daughter. 
KETCHUM — June 10, Mre. Ketchum, Cobourg—a son. "7 
aa] | ja + Dally. | Monday, Wednesday and Saturday. 


GIBSON— June 11, Mrs. J. M. Gibson, Hamilton—a son. 5a 
Marriages. aay | de FO OD * Traine leave North Toronto Seaton ot 8 45a.m., 6 
9.20 , connecting respectively at Leaside Ju 
URR—ANDERSON—At Haliburton, Jane 7, by Rev, F p.m, 
” E. Farncomb, Edward Youle Spurr to Bessie Bemister ten with * grains fen Toronto Union for all E 


Anderson. 


Sugars & Creams 


On and after SUNDAY, MAY 14, trains will leave T 
ronto (Union Station) as follows : 


EAST 


* 8.30 a.m. ) Express for Peterboro’, Ottawa, Mon! 


IS UNEQUALLED 





treal, White Mountains and 
"19.10 p.m. J East. 
* 5.10 p.m. Local for Havelock. 


WEST 
17. 2@ am. \ For Detroit, Chicago and all in 
7.20pm. | w _ pol 
4.00 p.m. Local for London. 


NORTH 





6.50 a.m. \ Elore, Fe:gue, Brampton, Teeswa 

j at Mount Forest, Wir 
m, etc. 

\ For Orangeville, Shelburne, Ow 

f Sound, oo, Basvtoten, Mount Fo 


| 


Wing 
f Strcotarilie. Cungertte, in connec! 
110.40 p.m. \ nog bips for Port Arthu 
no 


pee, eto. 
11.20 p.m, North Bay, Port Arthur, Winnipeg, 
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